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PEEFACE. 



My deae Mothee and Fbiends, — A year ago 

I presented you with my first little volume, I 

now offer you my warmest thanks for the hearty 

and generous manner in which you received it. 

As some of you have remarked that many of my 

early poems were missing in that collection I have 

endeavoured to meet your wishes by offering you 

a Second Edition in a somewhat enlarged form, 

and with a few additional poems. I cannot express 

my gratitude* on finding that my name once ap- 

pearing in print should have attracted the notiee 

of many long-lost-sight-of friends, some of whom, 

indeed, I have not seen since my childhood, and 

scarcely expected to hear of again. Hoping that my 

little book with its many imperfections may be as 

kindly received as its predecessor was, and that 

should it fail under the eyes of others than those 

for whom it is more immediately intended, it may 

be kindly looked upon as the simple eflFusion of a 

self-taught orphan. 

CC. 

Ne'wport, Islb of Wioht : 
April, 1871. 
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THE FBINCE88 L0UI8E 
AND THE MARQUI8 OF LORNE, 

AN ACB08TIC. 

GoD, bless them both 1 Be Thou their guardian iriend, 
Onward through life may love their union blend ; 
Defend, protect, presprve, and guide them to the end. 

Beneath Thy tender eye and watchful care, 
Long may they live each other's love to share ; 
Entwining round their path may roses bloom, 
Sorrow ne'er having power to cast a gloom ; 
Sunbeam of gladness 1 all their way illume. 

Twine Thou the wreath upon her royal brow, 
Hold him beneath Thine arm who seeks her now ; 
Endear them day by day, hold Thou the sacred tie ; 
Mould Thou their hearts in one, Oh God most high. 

Behold them now. Oh Father, while they kneel 

On hallowed ground, to them Thyself reveal. 

Tend Thou the marriage feast and guard their troth, 

Honour'd and loved, and sanctified — God, bless them both ! 

B 
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The Dying Soldier, 



THE DYING SOLDIER, 

THE HORBORS OP WAR I ALL FOR GLORY. 

They say 'tis all for glory I that the bloody sword must wield, 
And clasb, and cut them down upon the thirsly battlefield ; 
They say 'tis all for glory ! that the horrors of the war 
Must ring upon the nations, and spread itu fame afar ; 
They say 'tis all for glory I that the helmet and the shield 
Must daringly come forward, and the innocent must yield. 
Hush ! what is this sad sound that steals? I catch the 

piteous moan — 
Midst mutilated limbs I hear the dying soldier's groan ; 
I gaze upon his wasted form, yet catch tliat soft blue eye 
That whispers * I*m a warrior, and all for glory die. 
I bravely face the slaughter can I leave a gallant name ; 
I fail, 'tis for my country, all for glory, all for fame.' 
Ah ! now, perchance, another sound comes falling on mine ear ; 
I listen while I turn around to wipe my fiilling tear : 
The dying soldier asks me, * Is my cottage overthrown ? 
My wife and children, where are they ? ' is mingled with his 

groan. 
* Oh, where's my mother,' cries the youth, * and father? bid 

them cheer, 
And tell them from their boy 'tis all for glory I am here. 
My brothers, sisters, too, at home, they wait to hear the story ; 
Then tell them how I nobly bore it all for glory, glory. 



The Dying Soldier, 



And bid them wave the laurel o'er me when they yet shall 

Btand — 
Aye, when the Prossian soldier and the Frenchman, hand in 

hand, 
Shall talk the battle over, and shall eagerly relate 
The story of the bloody swamp, the dying soldier's fate ; 
And tell of crowded hospitals where sisters of the cross, 
With womanly devotion count their own lives but as dross, 
So they may 'suage the suffering, or wipe the sweaty brow 
That dreameth still of Spicheren, and Metz, and Sedan, now ; 
Of plucky Strasburg, Sarbruck, Woerth, M'Mahon's shot and 

shell, 
With Froissart's, Carignon, Gravelotte, Beaumont, all for 

glory fell. 
Of Emperors that yield them up, and prisoners give in, 
Of Kings and Princes braving all the victory to win. 
Of Garibaldi's tuming back, they hie them home again, 
Nor linger on the battlefield, nor mingle with the slain/ 
O when will swords be ploughshares, and when will battles 

cease? 
O when will wars be over and all the worid be peace ? 
O come thoii mighty Conqueror and soften every breast 
That panteth but with blood-thirst, and give the weary rest. 
Look on the dying soldier, and by Thy love and power 
Diapel the hon-ors of the war and cheer his latest hour ; 
And whisper in death's valley, ' 'Tis over, all is done ; 
'Tis all for glory, glory ; take thy crown, thy victory's won.' 
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The Widow's Prayer for her Soldier Boy. 



THE WIDOWS PRAYER FOR HER SOLDIER BOY. 

Though in a foreign foreign land, away frora home, sweet home, 
My soldier boy is travelling, the wide wide world to roam ; 
Yet is there notbing, notbing left, to cbeer bis motber^s beart ? 
A stifled sigb, a falling tear, saitb ' Must we, must we part ? ' 

For ever, my boy. 

Across tbe ocean wbile you sail I'll ever tbink of tbee, 
My own, my youngest darling boy, so rudely torn from me. 
But ab, I'll cbeer midst fear and tear, for tbus 111 always pray 
Rigbt earnestly, rigbt beartily, at nigbt and every day, 

* God bless my boy.' 

Ob Lord, my God, protect, preserve, and guide my loved one 

now, 
Be witb bim tbere and figbt for bim, and nobly belp bim 

tbrougb ; 
Safe ia Thy keeping be may be, ob bow tby gracious ear, 
His Bword, bis sbield, bis guardian be; Lord bear a widow's 

prayer — 

' God bless my boy.' 

My boy, my fond, my well-loved boy, is safe if Tbou wilt keep, 

Midst every fear and danger, tbere if only Tbou wilt meet ; 

yes, meet bim day by day, Ob Lord, witb tbis Tby gracious 

aid, 

Beneatb tbe covert of Tby wings be's safe benealb Tby sbade. 

God bless my boy. 



The Widovfs Prayer for ke f Soldier Boy, 5 

Oh now I think I hear a voice, a sweetly welcome voice, 
That seems to chase my every fear, and bid my heart rejoice. 
I fondly gaze, I wait awhile, oh now I hear it say, 
' The heart that trusts, the soul that clings, I will not thnist 

away — 

VW bless thy boy/ 

My boy, my boy, my soldier boy ; oh look, yes look to Him, 

Far o'er the wide wide world when there your every trialbring; 

'Tis He alone can safely keep thee on that distant ehore, 

Good-bye, my brave brave soldier boy, yet hear me say once 

more, 

* Grod bless my boy.' 



THE BATTLE8 OER AND MY BOY 18 8AVED. 

The Lord be praised, the Lord be praised ! And can it, can it be, 
The battle's o'er, the battle's o'er, and thou art spared to me ? 
My darling, ah my well-loved boy, a soldier's life that craved, 
Has handled there the bloody sword, and through the battle 
braved. 

My boy is saved. 

The Lord be praised, the Lord be praised ! my soul His good- 

ness bless, 
The widow's heart is bounding now, and nothing can depress ; 
Yet if perchance there glideth still a soft unbidden tear, 
'Tis not the tear of agony; the tear of joy is here. 

My boy is saved. 



6 The Battle^s der and my Boy is saved. 

The Lord be praised, the Lord bepraised I Oh I remember well 

The news I waited eagerly ; my panting heart did swell. 

My throbbing breast, my throbbing breast, its every hope 

seemed cmsh^d, 
But now, oh now,the battle^s o'er, and once more all is hnah^d. 

My boy is saved. 

The Lord be praised, the Lord be praised ! who heard my 

lonely call, 
When day by day I cried to Him within my cottage wali ; 
Who soothed my sorrow, checked my fear through lonely 

nighta and daya. 
Who answeredstthewidow'sprayer, accept the widow's praise. 

My boy is saved. 

The Lord be praised, the Lord be praised ! who heard my cry 

at last. 
My faltering tongue had almost said His mercy's overpast ; 
My footstep seemed to totter on the margin of my grave, 
But now, oh now, the victory I see, see his banner wave ! 

My boy is saved. 

The Lord be praised, the Lord be praised ! ODce more, once 

more, give ear, 
My Father, Saviour, God, and King, my darling be Thou near ; 
And teach him now his youthfiil heart to Thee, his God, to 

raise, 

And listen while in distant lands we join to tell Thy praise, 

My boy is saved. 



My Island Home, 



MY ISLAND HOME. 

Lakd of my birth, fair island of the sea, 
Welcome shall thy sonnet be for evermore to me ; 
Midst every nook and crook in life, wherever I maj roam, 
The sweetest of them all shall be mj happy island home. 

Land of my birth, from thee my parting may be long, 
Yet not a spot on earth but shall draw irom me a song ; 
And m tell to all around me, with gay and happy tone, 
My tripping light and merrily my happy island home. 

Land of my birth, Tll fame thee &r and wide ; 
Dearest spot of childhood, gay banner of my pride, 
Unftirl to me thy beauty, still wave to me thy foam, 
Be still the aim of fancy, my lovely island home. 

Land of my birth, oh pluck me yet a flower, 

Fling to me a garland from yonder rosy bower ; 

The hill, the dell, the mossy bank, where are thy shadows 

flown? 
That hid me there beneath thy shade, my sunny island home. 

Land of my birth, I hail the happy day, 

And oft my silent musings shall gaily dance away ; 

While dreamsof joyous freedom shall claim thee still my own, 

Sunbeam of my fatherland, my garden island home. 



8 My Island Home. 



Land of my birtli, my flag of fency waves, 
The brilliant and the beautifiil it battles and it braves ; 
Three cheers for England's garden I in all my buey roam, 
My Bweetest spot on earth shall be, my happy island home. 



AN ACR08TIC. 
* It is the Lord ; let Him do what seemeth Him good.* 

It is the Lord. My ti'embling soul, be still ; 

To His Almighty hand give way ; bow to His sovereign wilL 

In deep distress 'tis His to lull and soothe the aching heart ; 
Sweet sympathy, bereav'd one, now He waiteth to impart. 

The Lord is ready, ever ready ; hush I soft music flows ; 

Her happy spiritus only gone to rest in sweet repose, 

E'en there, where seraph sisters are and no more parting knows. 

Lord, bow thine ear, and help me bear the Cross and kiss the 

rod; 
Oh lend Thine aid, extend Thine arm, to me, my Saviour 6od ; 
Rule Tbou my way; 'tis well, I know, for surely Thou hast said, 
' Death hath no more dominion ; weep not, she is not dead/ 

Let be, she is not dead, our sister's only sleeping, 
Enveloped in tranquillity ; then why should we be weeping ? 
The Lord will do what seemeth good ; she's safe beneath His 
keeping. 



An Acrostic. 



He surely knows what^s best for us, then why despond or fear ? 
In his Almighty love we rest ; He'll wipe away the tear 
Moved by Compassion's eye, for * Jesus wept ' shall cheer. 

Did ever mourner come to Him in vain, 
Or He reiiise, reject the suppliant's strain ? 

' Weep not,' methinks I hear a still small voice ; 

Hark to its grand sublimity ; it whispereth * Rejoice,' 

And let thy stricken voice be lifted up in prayer ; 

'Tis well ; the tomb hath no dominion ; nay, she is not there. 

She's far, aye far beyond its precincts ; see, 

Enrobed in spotless white, a bright etemity 

Enshrines her now ; her brow is wrapt in smiles, 

Mingled with ransom^d ones no cloud beguiles ; 

Entranced she meekly waits, though gloriously, 

The messenger perchance ere long to welcome thee ; 

How blessed, how divinely sweet, shall then that meeting be. 

Holy, thrice holy, hark I the sonnd oomes bursting now, 

In all its richest beauty, miirmuring round thy wond^ring 

brow : 
' Mourner, look up, look up ! the light is breaking through.' 

Good ? yes, God is good, I'll trust Him still ; 
On through the path, the rugged path, VW folio w to His will ; 
Over the lonely desert road, in faith and hope l'U plod, 
Depending on Thy wojrd; 'tis good, 'tis good, my Saviour God. 



lO Protect our Parting One, 


PROTECT OUR PARTING ONE, 


Oh God protect our parting one, 


And lead him safely on ; 


His eager step ia wont to roam — 


Protect our parting one. 


Be Thou his guide, be Thou his stay, 


And bid him safely run ; 


Oh Lord, our God, we humbly pray — 


Protect our parting one. 


And bid him on a foreign shore 


Still think of home, sweet home, 


And those who pray Thee o'er and o'er — \ V 


Protect our parting one. 


And guide his heart and ours, oh there, 


Where parting all has done ; 


And Jesus, Saviour, hear this prayer — 


Protect our parting one. 


And tie a stronger, stouter cord, 


Then e'er Thou yet hast done, 


So neither lands, nor sea, nor sword. 


Could loose our parting one. 



Protect our Parting One, 1 1 

Oh Father, Saviour, guide him there, 

Companion with him run ; 
We'll bless Thee Thou hast heard this prayer — 

Protect our parting one. 



BWEET BRLDE, WE ARE C0M2NG. 

SwEET bride, we are coming with cheers for thee now 
And bearing the wreath that must hang on thy brow ; 
Fond eyes they are watching thee, waiting to hail 
The news of the wedding ; so welcome the tale, 

Sweet bride, we are coming, aye coming with flowers, 
To deck thee about from our loveliest bowers; 
And see the gay robe that is waiting to be 
The covering now, sweet bride, for thee. 

Sweet bride, we are coming ; all hail to the mom ; 
We rally around thee at earliest dawn ; 
While smiles they are waving and welcoming gay 
The sonnet that haileth thee, queen of the day. 

Sweet bride, we are coming ; hark ! gaily the wheel 
Gomes dashing along amidst the old peal 
That merrily ringeth and chimes through the air ; 
Success be the joy of the bridal pair ! 



12 Sweet Bride, we are Corning, 

Sweet bri(]e| we are coming ; hush ! one other tread, 

He waiteth for thee at the altar to wed. 

* God bless them both ' be the hearty tide 

That we wave over bim and our sweet, sweet bride. 



THE BEAUTIFUL 8EA. 

Oh the beautiful, beautiiul sea, 

Where the waves ride gloriously, 

And the silvery spray comes dashing away 

Through the noiseless night and the smiling day ; 

The* bravest, the fairest, the truest to me, 

My heart will I hide in the beautifiil sea. 

Oh the beautiiul, beautiiul sea, 

It floateth a whisper to me ; 

Through the ebbing tide of its bosom wide, 

The smile of applause or the gentle chide, 

Hid deep in my heart shall the small voice be, 

That floateth to me from the beautiful sea. 

Oh the beautiiul, beautiiul sea, 

Where the proud ship gallantly 

The wave doth play while it seemeth to say 

* I fear no foe nor the storm's o'erthrow ; * 

For long have I deeply anchored on thee. 

And l'U trust thee for ever, thou beautiiul sea. 



The Beautiful Sea, 1 3 

Oh the beautiful, beautiful sea, 

Where the pebbly beach doth glee, 

And the sporting weed from its fathom freed^ 

Comes dancing to shore like a breathlesa steed, 

And gracefully beckons a smile to thee, 

The home of its hiding-place, beautiiul sea ! , 

Oh the beautiful, beautiful sea, 

Roli on in thy majesty ; 

Long may we hail thy wondrous tale, 

'Mid the calm, calm still, or the mighty gale ; 

Unfurl we the banner and wave over thee, 

And love thee for ever, thou beautiful sea. 



rVE ONE TRVE-HEARTED FRIEND. 

SwEET solace of my solitude, 

How fondly I defend 
The thought, in all my wanderings, 

IVe one true-hearted friend. 

Though all the world should me deride, 
And vexing thoughts impend, 

'Tis sweet to know, what e'er betide, 
IVe one true-hearted friend. 



Tbo' lands and distance stretch betweeiiy 

Or seas their waves extend, 
'Tis sweet to feel, 'mid every scene, 

I've one true-hearted friend. 

No distance but my beart shall eling, 

And fancj's footsteps wend 
'Mid every cross I'll smile and sing 

* IVe one true-hearted friend.' 

Through all the wanderings of my life, 
A Yoice shall still contend — 

* Spite every barrier, every strife, 
Fve one true-hearted friend.' 

Should sadness, hovering round awhile, 

My spirit daunt and bend, 
Oh surely then I yet will smile — 

IVe one true-hearted friend. 

Then while around me still I gaze, 
A whisper must commend — 

' May I but tread life's winding maze, 
With one true-hearted friend.' 

And ah, methinks life's latest breath 

Shall lovingly ascend — 
May I but close my eyes in death 

With one true-hearted friend. 



The Millinet^s Workroont. i S 



THE MIILINER8 WORKROOM, 

Do TOU ask for a line on tbe workroom, eh ? 
Where needles and fingers are plying away. 
WeH, how to begin it I scarce can tell, 
And yet on the workroom I love to dwell. 
For busily stitching, yet inerrily we 
Would be telling a story, or singing a glee. 
Tv e heard of the laugh, and Fve heard of the joy 
That can follow the plough and the farmer's boy, 
And the rustic note of the poor old man 
That toddles along with his milking-can ; 
And the oheery smile of the dear old dame, 
While she telleth the tale of her girlhood's game ; 
Or grandmother, there, at her washing-tub, 
She meirily seemeth to soap and to rub ; 
And even the little maid scrubbing her floor, 
And the postman knocking at every door, 
And the little ones spelling their A, B, C, 
But the milliner^s workroom, oh dear me ! 
I'm puzzled to know, but stop, to begin, 
I snrely can tell of the clatter and din 
Of the sewing machine while it spinneth along 
And seemeth to chorus the milliner^s song, 
While bonnets and caps of a fancifiil style 
Her handiwork, maketh the milliner smile : 



1 6 The Millinet^s Workrooni. 

Good humour can shine like a welcome guest, 

And happiness reign in a milliner's breast. 

I see tbe gay bird soaring ob 80 bigb 

Tbat it seemetb to reacb tbe brigbt blue sky ; 

I foUow tbe trace of its beautiful wing 

Till my soul bursts out and beginnetb to sing. 

I turn to tbe workroom yet again, 

And it follows me back, tbis cnrious strain: 

Would ibey tell me tbe workroom is dreary and dry^^^ 

Witb notbing but stitcb and tbe needle to ply ? 

Ab nay, for IVe listened to many a tale 

And many a serap for a poet to bail. 

IVe learnt in tbe milliner's workroom tbis : 

In tbe middle of clatter, and cbatter, and stitcb — 

True bappiness lays in a tranquil mind 

At peace witb itself and witb all mankind. 



DEAR MOTHER V M HAPPY, DOIPT FEAR. 

Dear Motber don't fear tbougb tbe wild waves roar, 
I'm bappy, tbere needs not a tear, 
Tbo' darkness may tbreaten, and mist o'er tbee pour, 
Dear motber I'm bappy, don't fear. 



Dear Moiher F m happy, dotitfear. 
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Dear mother I'm liappy, don*t fear, I*m at peace ; 
Don't you know that my Saviour hath bled ? 
And he waiteth my spirit just now to release, 
And he beareth my burden instead. 

Dear mother don't fear, for He whispereth, Come, 
Believe me He beckons me on, 

While He smiles and He shows me my future bright home, 
And He makes me but long to be gone. 

Dear mother don't fear, IVe wandered and roamed, 
But my Shepherd hath foUowed my track, 
And though through the mire IVe wallowed and foamed, 
He hath found me and bringeth me back. 

Dear mother don't fear, why sad and why sigh, 
Why dim now the hope of thy boy, 
That whispers, dear mother, tis sweet now to die 
And to enter my transport and joy. 



Dear mother don't fear, the willow may weep 
In emblem of sorrow's sad tear, 
But mother look up and 1*11 throw thee a peep, 
Dear mother l'm happy, don't fear. 



1 8 An Acrostic. 



AN ACSOSTia 

FoROiVE my silent tear, deax mother, while I bend me o^er 

the Bod, 
Oh sweet it is to feel that tbou art safe at home with God. 
Rivers of waters could thej flow, 'twere not I'd biing thee 

back again, 
60 fare thee well, my mother dear, for ever free from paio. 
In that deligbtful land I know thou art where all the 

ransom^d dwell. 
Vain, vain, to call thee back again ; thy triumph, who can tell? 
Eternity bursts glorioudy for thee beyond the fiineral knell. 



My silent tear, dear mother, o'er thee is not hopeless grief ; 
Yonder, methinks, thy grave afibrds me quiet and relief. 



Silent I love to wander forth, and then to linger there, 

In all thy peaceful quietude a little while to share. 

Lpve binds me to that hallow'd spot, imbnrdens there my 

breast ; 
Emancipates my silent grief with ' Mother's sweet at rest.' 
Now soflly rising o'er the sod some gentle whisper seems to 

cheer, 
'Tis this—it tells thou dost foigire my soit and silent tear. 



Teardrops are but the dewy gems that sparkle o'er the turf, 
Enchanted with the sun's bright raj dispels the mist that 

hovers o'er the earth ; 
An emblem of the ray of light that seems mj fidtermg heart 

to cheer ; 
Best, dearest mother, fare thee well; and jet forgive my 

silent tear. 



PARTING WITH MY LITTLE CHAJSGE. 

SwEETEST babe, 8o soon to part, 
Once more I press thee to my heart; 
Sweetest babe, God cherish thee, 
And defend fond memory. 

Sweetest babe, a little while 
I have cheered beneath thy smile ; 
New doth change's curtain's shroud 
Hide mj babe behind a cloud. 

Sweetest babe, some deadly blow 
Seemed my soul to overthrow ; 
Now some magic seems to tell 
And to whisper, ' Ali is welL* 

Sweetest babe, a tearful eye 
For a while came straggling by, 
But some hidden hand doth trace 
Sorrow's gloom and wipe my &ce. 

c2 
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Parting with nty Little Charge. 



Sweetest babe, tis like a dream 
Yisioning some &iry scheme. 
Will the hours of darkness glide, 
Leaving me mj babe beside ? 

Sweetest babe, not so, not so, 
Onward, onward, I must go ; 
Once more to m j bosom press, 
Qnce more hear me saj ' God Bless.' 

Sweetest babe, God bless thee now, 
Be thy guide and guardian through, 
Keep thee ever 'neath his eye — 
Sweetest babe, good-bye, good-bye. 



IHE HAPPY 8ERVANT GIRL. 



Her heart's at ease, her mind's at rest, 
Unburdened, free from care, 

Her work is hard, yet light her breast, 
And calm composure's there. 

The Queen upon her throne hath cares, 

For all her country round, 
While on her brow a crown she wears, 

Her heart is oflen bound. 



The Happy Servant Giri. 21 

Yes bornid, she knows not how to stir, 

To do the thing that's best. 
O ! not for gold would I be her, 

If I could try the test. 

The rich man too is often worn, 

I see him shake his head, 
And say * I know not where to tum,' 

I'm STire his cares I'd dread. 

The servant giri, her joy what worth, 

For oh her bosom's light, 
And she can sing with cheerful mirth, 

For all around is bright. 

Her lowest drudgery can prove 

A life of perfect ease, 
Her bosom burns brimful of love, 

All all around to please. 

As she proceed? all through the day, 

To do the task she's given, 
Her simple thoughts can often pray, 

* Prepare me, Lord, for heaven.' 

E*en when she brushes up her stove, 

And sees her labour shine, 
Her simple thoughts can often rove, 

^ Lord brighten and make me thine.' 
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The Happy Servant Giri. 



And when she sweeps and frees £rom dust 

Her chambers, she can raise, 
' My God will cleanse my heart I tmst, 

And make it meet for praise.' 

And if her lot be placed among 

Some little children, then, 
' Lord be thou with this little throng/ 

Her thoughts can soar again. 

And if she take them out to walk, 

In eyening's gentle gale, 
*Tis then she loves and loves to talk. 

And tell some pretty tale. 



Then, on her peaceful quiet bed, 
Quite free irom toil and care, 

Her Shepherd's bosom rests her head, 
And Bweet she nestles there. 



A n Acrostic. 
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AN ACROSTIC. 

In mouming all alone, see in pensive mood she wends, 
No loved companion hy her side, but deep in silent thought 
she benda. 

Mouming in secret, stealthily her lonely footsteps straj, 
On to the sacred hillock see she wandereth awaj ; 
Uplifting now her silent heart, unburdens there her breast, 
Kaising the stifled solace, still she's only sweet at rest. 
Nought must recall her — * Nay lov'd companion, but Fll linger 

there, 
In fond affection o'er thy grave Tll breathe in fervent prayer, 
None to molest me but l'll fancy thou art peeping, 
Giving me a soothing word while o*er thee I am weeping. 

' Ali alone ! hush ! surely, nay methinks I am not all alone, 
Long though Fve loved thee, yet thy dear departed tone, 
Lovingly, but draws me where my heavenly bird hath flown. 



* Alone, ah I nay be still, my fluttering throbbing heart,' 
Loudly I hear her say ; * oh sweet it is a little while to part. 
On to the city of our God, sweet seraphs wait my ransomed 

soul to bear; 
Now saints are waving me their crosses, bidding me to share, 
Enter they whisper, Follow me, my sweet companion there. 
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A n Acrostic, 



AS ACROSTIC, 

How 8weet she sleeps ! quite free irom agitation now, 

And cares; oppression no more wrinkles there her peaceful 

brow; 
Righted she meeklj waits, and gloriouslj 
Eesting awhile still beckoning a look to thee, 
In sweet composure see the beauteous smile, 
Endearing thee niore closely round her grave the while, 
Teardrops perchance the grassy plot will steep. 
'Tis well ; 'tis only separation bids thee weep. 
Enveloped there she whispereth IVe only gone to sleep. 

Gouldst thou disturb nie ? Wouldst thou bring me back again. 
And see me battling in the strife ? My then distracted brain 
Now rests in sweet tranquillity where all is quiet calm. 
Twined round my narrow resting-place, see Gilead's beauteous 

balm 
Encircles me. Then wouldst thou bring me back, sweet sister, 

say ? 
Lo watching seraphs should but whisper surely nay. 
Onward, aye onward, bear me up and wing my soul away. 



The May Bough is Waving, 
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THE MAY BOUGH 18 WAVING. 

The may bough is waving, so merrily we 
Must ramble away to the woodland and lea; 
AU nature is smiling and bids us be gay, 
While sweetly she whispereth, Hie thee away. 

The may bough is waving, then could we be sad 
When the soft wind is laughing and bids us be glad ? 
No, not while a sweet voice in high extasy, 
Is bidding us welcome beneath the may tree. 

The may bough is waving, the fair little child 
Is sporting about so free and so wild, 
And looking around me, I see him, Ah ! there I 
The greyheaded grandfather in his arm chair. 

The may bough is waving far over the hill, 
While the daisy and buttercup play by the rill, 
And the mossy bank spangled, sings let us be gay, 
And merrily dance 'neath the blossom of may. 



The may bough is waving, the gay village green 
Lit up with a sunbeam she welcomes her queen ; 
And hush ! in the distance, so sofl and so clear, 
While gently it bursteth, sweet music I hear. 
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The May Bough is Waving, 



The may bougb is waving, how soft is the breeze 
That plays in the moming and danceth the trees; 
Oh ! surely it tells of a holiday gay, 
To be merrily spent 'neath the bough of the may. 



THE VILLAGE SHOP-GIBL. 

Oh i so cheery is her footstep and so merry is her pace, 
While she trippeth to and fro with a smile upon her face, 
Amidst the early warble that gaily floata the air, 
The happy viUage shop-girl, her moming song is clear. 

She glides along so peacefully, her bosom bears a glow, 
Oh I could the crowded city one-half her freedom know. 
No Street bedizened well with black, no hubbub she must pass, 
But she can sing her sonnet o^er the daisy-spangled grass. 

Then next when busy at her post, she skippeth up and down, 
Yes, up and down the counter, blithe as any giri in town. 
Bedecking now the window too, so tastefully and gay, 
That, search the village where you will, 'tis this that bears the 
sway. 

Cheer we the village shop-girl, then hurrah ! her bonnie brow 
Shall wear the wreath of roses, and of laurels waving too, 
For when the busy day is done *tis she can climb the lea. 
And warble out her rustic song, A village life for me. 



My Father calls me Home, 
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Jfcfy FATHER CALLS ME HOME. 



Onward, on to the land of love, 

I cannot, cannot stay, 
Hark I His a gentle voice above 

That bids me come away. 
My weary joumey now must cease, 

With all my languid roam, 
How sweetly now there whispers, peace, 

My Father calls me home. 

Above the clouds I go, I go, 

Good-bye, there's not a tear, 
For he hath wiped them all, you know, 

And chased my every fear. 
Come, speed my way and wing me on, 

For oh ! I long to be 
Safe in my happy, happy home, 

My Father, there with thee. 

Oh I gentle Shepherd, nestle me, 

And lead me by the stream, 
Where peacefiil waters ever flow 

Beside thy paatures green ; 
Oh ! save thy weak and feeble eheep, 

And let me hear thy voice. 
And guide me o'er the billows deep. 

And bid me still rejoice. 



28 M y Father calls me Home, 

Come, gentle messenger, how long, 

Why tarry and delay ? 
I long to raise my joyftil song : 

My sins are washed away. 
I know my Saviour bled and died 

That sinners might be free ; 
In this alone do I confide — 

I know He died for me. 

My youthful path hatli ofl been set 

With many and many a snare, 
And many a ialtering tottering step 

Would fain have kept me there. 
But now my Father folds his arms 

Around my throbbing breast, 
With many a cheer he welcomes me, 

And bids me come and rest. 

Yes, come and rest thy weary head^ 

See, see, thy home prepared, 
The softest down shall be thy bed, 

By all the ransomed shared. 
Ilush ! hark ! he comes ! he comes ! 

Good-bye to all my roam, 
A heavenly whisper beckons me, 

My Father calls me home. 



A n Acrostic, 



29 



AN ACROSTIC. 

Hark ! the funeral knell is tolling, 
And there steals a silent gloom 
Kound where gladsome sunshine rolling, 
Kaised the heart, reveals the tomb, 
In the bosom lightly throbbing, 
E'en its joy is wrapt in sobbing, 
Touched with blight, 'tis gone I 

Youth in all its beauty blooming 
O'er a cloudiess joyous heart, 
Undemeath the canker grouping, 
Nips, and to the twig must part, 
Gone, gone, ah ! where ? 



ADVANCE, F AIR BRIDE. 

Advance, fair bride, for the moming breaks, 
And the warbler floats, and the songster wakes, 
And nature is decked in her gayest sheen, 
And she waveth a smile to her bridal queen. 

Advance, lair bride, for lovingly now 

Fond eyes are watching thy youthfiil brow, 

And flow'rets laugh as they wave aside, 

While they wait for the tread of our fair young bride. 
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Advance, F air BHde. 



Advance, &ir bride, to the meny peal 

That welcomes the sound of the chariot wheel, 

Thy timid brow and thy faint heart cheer, 

'Tis the weddlng day, and the bridegroom's near. 

Adyance, &ir bride, to the joyous throng 
That Bwelleth the tone of the bridal song, 
And hark to the music that echoes the air, 
Ali hail to the joy of the bridal pair. 

Advance, fair bride, for he eagerly waits 
With an anxious eye at the hjnnen gates. 
And he resteth there, while sofUy see 
He waveth a heart, sweet bride, for thee. 

Advance, fair bride, for he proudly standu, 
While he fondly dreams of the nuptial banda ; 
Yet once niore hark to our lusty tide, 
Success to him now with his &ir young bride. 



BKE WHI8PERETH GOOD-BYE. 



Farewell, dear friend, I hear a sound 
That bids me now farewell, 

And like a dream that swifUy sped, 
The past it seems to tell. 



She Wkispereth Good-bye, 31 

I gaze aroiind all wondering, 

So short has been the tie, 
Yet still I hear the echo float— 

She whispereth Good-bye. 

Farewell, dear friend, the happj past 

Shall leave a memory still. 
And in my heart a vacant place 

For thee alone to fiil. 
m fondly leave a place for thee, 

And this, ah this I is why — 
m fancy I can hear her voice 

Who whispereth Good-bye. 

Farewell, dear inend, maj blessings 'tend 

Thy future pathway now, 
And may the dew of heaven descend 

Upon thy youthfiil brow. 
And oh ! beHeve me, I will often 

Fancy thou art nigh, 
And dream that I am with thee still — 

Who whispereth Good-bye. 

Farewell, dear friend, Gk)d bless thee now 

And be thy future stay, 
Defend the link of friendahip, tho' 

Far and far away. 



32 She Whispereth Good^bye, 



And listen while I once more claim, 
'Mid every smile or sigh, 

A place within the heart of her 
Who whispereth Good-bye. 



ACROSTIC, 

STILL WATERS RUN DEEP. 

Still waters run deep, softly hid beneath the hill, 
Towering down its lofty height, there runs the rippling riil, 
Its rapid torrent seems majestic in its stately nish, 
Loudly, proudly, nobly shouting in its mighty gush, 
Low beneath its sheltered basis, wrapt in quiet hush. 

Waters deep are softly hiding, sheltered in the glade. 
And how cool is their refreshing in the summer shade, 
Triumphing the poppy stands on yonder lofty hill, 
Even laughing daringly on yonder lowly dell, 
Kound its borders where the scented violet doth hide, 
Snugly sheltered from the storm, and from the swelling tide. 

Run, ye beanteous waters, run, and rest in quiet, sweet repose, 
Under the mighty mirror, where its soothing murmur flows, 
Nor deem thy hiding- place too lonely for the voice that throws. 



Acrostic, 
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Deep from its cavem recess, hush, there whispereth bo still, 
Enchanted with its hiding-place) far, &r beneath the hill, 
Enwrapt in silent blushes, soflly ripples in its glee, 
Proudlj throwing from its bosom, tbere's a hiding-place for me. 



TBE 8TICKLEBACK PONT), 



SwEET memory wafls her smile, 

Tbo' time would drift it beyond, 
Yet she furleth her sail, while she laughs at the gale, 

Once more bj tbe stickleback pond. , 

She pleasantly rests me awhile, 

And whispereth sweetlj and fond, 
And she danceth me back to mj childbood track. 

Once more bj the stickleback pond. 

Oh ! the mill with its rumble I hear, 

Or is it some fairy and wand 
That mocketh the rush of the streamlet^s gush, 

And mimics the stickleback pond. 

Time proudlj wingeth ita ilight, 

And biddeth me up and abscond 
From my youthful glee in the rustic lea, 

Where I played by the stickleback pond. 
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The Stickleback Pond. 



Barefooted I loved to wade, 

And to catch the seeming respond, 

And to climb the hill by the murmuring riil, 
On the bank by the stickleback pond. 

But many a long, long year, 

And many a niile beyond, 
Hath drifted between with a quaint intervene, 

Where I fished at the stickleback pond. 

Oh ! there^s many a rustic spot 

Still dear to the memory Ibnd, 
But the bosom >vill burn with a lingering yearn 

While it rests by the stickleback pond. 



THE LUNATIC RE8T0RED, 

Dear mother I a beautiiiil story is this, 

How grand is the feature entwined ; 
Ho\v daring the conflict, triumphant the bliss, 

That he's clothed, and is in his right mind . 

Dear mother ! they tell me he wander^d and roam'd, 
And the tombs formed his place of retreat ; 

How wonderful this, that he wallow'd and foam'd, 
But he^s rescued, and sits at His feet. 



The Lunatic Restored, 35 

Yes, sita at His feet who is stronger thdn death ; 

Oh mother ! then dry up the tear, 
For Jesus hath met in the way, and he saith, 

* Come out/ while thej tremble and fear. 

Oh mother ! a beautiful story indeed, 

Hush, softly there flitteth a voice, 
And there whiapereth sweetly, the fetter hath freed, 

While it biddeth the widow rejoice. 

Hark ! surcly dear father is lingering near, 

Though, mother, he'a left us to roam, 
But it seemeth to me that he wipeth the tear, 

While he biddeth us foUow him home. 

To foUow him home, my beautiful boy, 

Ah I yes, and the widow shall raise ; 
Tho* lonely the road, there is hope and there's joy, 

For the fatherless tongue there is praise. 

Since Jesus hath still'd and hath soften^d that brow. 
And hath led him and bade him good cheer, 

My beautiful boy, let us follow him now, 
And 80 shall the watery tear 

Be only the dew-drop that moistens the road, 

Or sparkles to show us his roam, 
But leaveth his foot-prints to tell where he trod, 

And is waiting to welcome us home. 
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THE WIDOW'S CAP. 

It whisperetli soflly and sad 
Of deepest bereavement and grief, 
It trellises now that beaudful brow, 
While it seemeth to mimic relief. 

Sad token of sorrow and woe, 
Of anguish that hideth ho w deep. 
And ruffles the rest that would soften the breast, 
While it biddeth the widow to weep. 

Its Bombre so moumfullj set, 
Deep sympathy winneth £rom all, 
And it borrows a tear from the floating rear 
Of the stianger^B casual calL 

It tenderlj seemeth to chide, 
With a pitiful sigh and a moan, 
Whatever should dare inteifere with the care 
Of the widow's lamentable groan. 

How strangely it seemeth to deck 
That youthiiil and beautiftd brow, 
How it seemeth to grace that beautiful &ce, 
That its sjmpathy borroweth now. 



The Widow^s Cap. 37 

But the other day and it seems 
The Bmiling brow of the bride 
Was hid in the wreath of the orange leaf, 
With her loved one there by her side. 

How strange is the pathway of life, 
How chequered at brightest and best, 
Scarce able to trace but a timely pace, 
When something creeps in to molest. 

Yet softly some music I hear, 
Oh I sTirely the wings of a dove 
Are fluttering near with a gladdening cheer, 
While it soareth and soareth above. 

How it whispereth, Follow me on, 
Thongh left for a little to roam, 
Yet a little before, and he holdeth the door 
Where he waiteth to welcome thee home. 

Then away with the sigh and the tear, 
And the mouming garb and the cap, 
And fondly dream of the nilvery stream, 
For he's only over the gap. 



38 Guardian Angel. 



GUARDIAN ANGEL. 

SoFTLT, Boftly, o'er me beaming, 
Guarding, while I*m fondly dreaming, 
Counting nightly hours by number, 
Guardian Angel, while I slumber, 
Silken wings they seem to bide me, 
Like some vision dare to chide me, 
Lightly o'er my pillow floating, 
Now it rests, and fondly doadng, 
Hark ! I hear it gently wbisper, 
' Sweetly sleep, thou dreaming sister.' 
Now away it gaily soareth, 
Back again it o*er me poureth ; 
To and fro 'tis gaily "winging 
Wbile melodious notes are singing, 
Happy Spirit I never sever, 
Guardian Angel I stay for ever. 



THE CHAMBER OF DEATH, 

What means tbe darken'd cbamber there wrapp*d in a quiet 

hush? 
And yet methinks I hear a groan that gives a thrilling touch. 
My sister, dearest sister — now I hear a stifled sigh^ 
There on the bed of sickness in agony doth lie. 



The Chaniber of Deatk. 39 

How pale and thin is now that cheek — the blooming cheek of 

youth. 
Why is she now thus early bent ? Oh, tell me is it truth ? 
Or is it now some fancied dream that calls this rising tear, 
And when the night is overpast shall I my spirit cheer ? 

My sister, dearest sister, a momcnt listen here, 
But could I, Oh, how willingly, thy snfTring would I share, 
Or take it all, yes, that I would, if only thou couldst be, 
My own, my darling sister, from pain and suffering free. 

But now, Oh, that I cannot this — then is there nothing yet 
That I could show how ardently my thoughts on thee are set ? 
Ah ! now I know right earnestly, just this Tll go and say, 

* Lord Jesus look with pity here, and take this pain away. 

^ Look down in deep compassion, and rest on her thy love, 
And wing in all its richness sweet comfort from above. 
Oh, to my one petition bow down thy gracious ear, 
Make my afflicted sister an object of thy care. 

* If; blessed Lord, thou call her hence. Oh, help her first to say, 
" Thy will be done, Lord Jesus," then take her soul away ; 
Thy precious blood was shed for her, be this our only plea, 
Wash^d in that precious, precious flood, Oh ! take her on to 

thee/ 



40 The Yachtsmatis Grave. 



THE YACHTSMAirS GRAVE. 

HcsH I What is this strange sound of sorrow, 
Here to-day and gone to-morrow ? 
The laugh, but jesterday so clear, 
Ifl hush'd to-day, for many a tear 
Comes, steeping many an English brow, 
While they moum the fate of a stranger now. 

The Yankee yachtsman, bright with pride, 

Sailed over the sea so far and wide, 

And his bosom beat high in a brilliant smile, 

As nearer he drew to our beautiful isle, 

And his spirit seem'd wrapt in one extacy, 

While he glanced him back to his yacht on the sea. 

Hecreation had charm in her promised tour, 
And he doubtless dreamt of its southem shore, 
While he doubtless too had dreamt of the glee 
That should sail him back o*er the beautiful sea, 
To tell the tales of his wonderful roam 
To the dear ones there in his own sweet home. 

But stop not so, for a sudden shock 
Strikes over our Island, and seemeth to mock 
The pleasure that sparkled in many an eye, 
MuKt wet with a tear, must change with a sigh, 
For the Yankee's tour across the blue wave, 
Is the death-knell beat to his English grave. 



The Yachtsmatis Grave, 41 

Sad fate, sad fate I Will no loving hand 

Stand over him now in his stranger land ? 

Will nobody guard his deathy sleep, 

And stand by him now to watch and to weep ? 

Ah, y es ! for our Isle, while she ranks with the brave^ 

Will water the Yankee Yachtsman's grave. 



THE DYING GIRL. 

' Tell me, tell me, dearest friend, what is it makes thee smile, 
While friends aroimd thee stand and gaze, and weep, ah, weep 

the while; 
Yet thou canst cast a brilliant eye and tranquil look of glad, 
That says begone to fear and tear, and every thought that^s sad/ 

* Tell you, my friend ; yes, that I will, for that inquiring look. 
Just reach your Bible, will you, there, that holy, precious 

book. 
Jesus, my Shepherd, he is near, and he doth safely keep 
Glose by my side ; He watches me, I cannot, cannot weep.* 

* Yes, sweet it is, my dearest friend, to have one's Shepherd 

near, 
On to the fold He's waiting now one of His flock to bear ; 
With tender care He leads thee now, hark ! do just hear Him 

say, 
'^ I laid thy sins at Galvary, and wash^d them all away.' 
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42 The Dying Giri, 



*" Come, come aloiig.* ' Yes, that I will ; on Him I safelj lean. 

Good-bye, my dearest mother, I go to worlds unseen. 

You will not weep, now will you, there, my brothers, sisters, 

say? 
Since in my Saviour's arms I rest, so early called away. 

* On to the land of glory I march with joyous bomid, 
E*en now its distant music sends forth its tinkling sound, 
While " Holy, holy, holy I " comes burstiog on mine ear ; 
I long to be with Jesus, I long to enter there. 

* See how they veil their faces; and would'st thou have me 

stay? 
The voice of harpers harping there all bid me come away. 
I long to be with Jesus, wrapt in his loving breast ; 
Good-bye to all around me, I long to be at rest.* 



AN ACR08TIC. 



Ck)ME, noble-hearted mariner, the hero and the brave, 
He feareth not the thunderstorm, the roaring billow's wave. 
Ah ! something surely steereth him, for see, regardless he 
Rides fearless of the vivid flash across the raging sea ; 
Loud tho* the mighty thunders roli, majestical and grand, 
Endearing him^ methinks a whisper bids him safely land, 
Since death is now the messenger that bids him come and 
stand. 



An Acrostic, 43 



Come, come and stand beude that bed where, stretched and 

gasping, lies, 
On just a thread of life, the form that longing, craving sighs, 
* When will he come, oh, once more, once more, let the dying 

Dear to my heart that friend, that friend till latest memory.' 

Eternity, etemity, when thou shalt reach so near, 

Hound, round about thy brow may guardian angels whisper 

cheer, 
Yonder, aye yonder beckon thee, and wipe thy latest tear. 



8WEET BABY, COME. 

SwEET baby, come to our fond, fond home, 
And nestle thee under the smiling dome. 
How lovingly now we are waiting to be 
The first with a welcome, sweet babe, for thee. 

Sweet baby, come to the out-stretched arms 
That are waiting to fondle thy infant charms ; 
The cradle is ready, its tiny bed 
Is waiting to nestle thy fond little head. 

Sweet baby, come ; see, eagerly now, 

We have pictured the wreath for thy fcjnd little brow, 

And the daisy is peeping, half jealous to see 

The rose how it waveth, sweet baby, for thee. 



44 Sweet Bahy^ Come. 



Sweet baby come, liiish 1 surelj is heard 

The musical note of some beautiful bird, 

So soflly and smoothly it floateth along, 

With * Welcome, sweet babe/ for its innocent song. 

Sweet baby come, no sorrow to mar, 

But shine in our circle a bright little star ; 

Sweet baby come, like a cherub divine, 

And oh I may the brightest of blessings be thine. 



10 A YOUNG LADY ON HES WEBBWG DAY. 

Faib flower of our circle, we gather around, 
Ali hail to the music, we welcome the sound 
That biddeth ns deck in her bridal array, 
The rose of the moming, the queen of the day. 

Tho' we love thee more dearly than voices can tell, 
And tho' grave be the sound that must bid thee farewell, 
Yet, gem that we fondle, we cannot delay, 
For there whispers a voice that forbids thee to stay. 

Our starlight that twinkles and gladdens our home ; 
Aye, sunbeam that sparkles and lightens our dome ; 
Soft melody floating doth surely betide, 
How sweet is the moming that dawns on the bride. 



To a Young Lady on her Wedding Day, 45 

AU nature seems beauteously mantled and clad 
In her brightest and gayest, all smiling and glad, 
While the very air seemeth to dance in the rear, 
And seems to be waving and waving a cheer. 

For the fair young bride, who gracefully now, 
In her bridal robe, with her blossomed brow, 
Stands decked, while she timidly raiseth her head, 
She careth for nought but his voice, his tread, 

Who hath softly whispered the tale of his love. 
And hath won the heart of his gentle dove. 
'Neath bursts of applause he stands by her side, 
Midst blessings for him and his fair young bride. 



THE BLACKBERBY BOUGH. 

HiTHERy my playmates, let us be merry. 
Who shall be first to catch the blackberry ? 
Come, come along, and reach me the hook, 
Now let us settle it under the nook. 
Draw down the bough and let us be merry- 
Who shall be first to catch the blackberry ? 



46 The Blackberry Bough, 

See how it curtaeyeth, *neath the boiigh waving, 
Seeming to laugh at ns, daring and braving ; 
Seeming to join in onr irolic and fun, 
Yet give me the hook, for down it mnst come. 
Aye, down with the bongh, and let us be meny — 
Who shall be first to catch the blackberry ? 

To the woods, to the woods, away let us ramble, 
Hedges and ditches, through brier and bramble ; 
Hearts like a feather, and smiles on the brow, 
We will lustily sing 'neath the blackberry bough. 
Down, down with the bough, and let us be merry- 
Who shall be first to catch the blackberry ? 

Tossing its head, now playfully hiding, 
Peeping and smiling, yet gaily confiding, 
Snugly it wrappeth its nigger-like face, 
A thorn for its surety, with diguified grace. 
Yet hurrah ! the bough's down, so let us be merry- 
Who shall be first to catch the blackberry ? 



8HADE8 OF EVENING. 

Gentle shades of evening close 
Sweetly o^er the landscape fiows, 
Wafting breezes sweeping by, 
Shades of darkness fiil the sky. 



s kades of Evening. 47 

Not a leaf and not a flower, 
But will welcome evening'a hour. 
Gentle songsters take their flight, 
Warbling on, Good night, good night. 
Ali is silent — all is still, 
Murmuring brook and straggling riil 
Seem to cease their rapid gush, 
Aud to play a quiet hush, 
While the heavenly orbs obey 
And in silence seem to say, 
Hush ye bnsy world awhile, 
Shades of evening steal a smile. 
Ali is tranquil, all is still, 
Yet methinks, o'er yonder hill, 
I can hear a still small voice, 
Listen there ; it saith Rejoice, 
Bless thy God and join in prayer, 
All ye weary wanderers there ; 
Ask Him thee to safely keep 
And protect you while you sleep ; 
Raise a grateftd heart, ah, there, 
Thank him for his watchful care. 
Through the day just stop awhile, 
Linger there, and catch His smile ; 
Next, then lay thy sleepy head 
On thy peaceful quiet bed, 
Unmolested yon shall be 
Till the day-dawn breaks o'er thee, 
Then again, in louder strain. 



48 



Shades of Evening. 



Bless and praiae thjr God again, 
With uplifted heart, ah, there, 
In thy closet kneel in prayer. 
Then how Bweetlj, by-and-bye, 
When a deeper sleep steals by, 
And you take the warbler^s fligbt, 
Chirping on, Good nigbt, good night ; 
Hide my soul in sweet repose, 
GentJe ahades of evening, close. 



ANOTHER YEAE. 

VANT HAPPT RETURNS OF THE DAT. 

Akother year, and we gather around. 
And we eagerly wait for the aignal eound 
That merrily floateth the zephyr breeze, 
That soflly waveth the smiling trees ; 
And oh 1 dearest mother, it seemeth to say — 
To thee many happy returns of the day. 

Another year, and it smileth bright 

While it waketh the mom from the slumbering night. 

And only hark how the bird on ita wing, 

While it gaily soareth, it seems to sing — 

How it raiseth its notes with a lusty lay—- > 

To thee many happy returns of the day. 



Another Year, 49 



Another year, and how glad, how glad, 
Not one of us, mother, must now be sad, 
For a holiday promiseth frolic and fun, 
'Neath the gladdening rays of the rising sun ; 
Then, darling mother, we must, must say — 
To thee many happy returns of the day. 

Another year, and it promiseth fair 
To strew thy way with a sunbeam there ; 
And oh 1 may roses and wreaths of flowers 
Be thine, dearest mother, from choicest bowera, 
And festoons be waving and waving away — 
To thee many happy returns gf the day. 

Another year, and begone to the fear 

That should dare to molest with the sign of a tear ; 

Or should there by chance, by the wind be blown, 

A transient cloud or a floating frown, 

Could we fancy it dreaming of sorrow ? ah ! nay, 

But to thee many happy returns of the day. 

Another year, and methinks how fond 
Shall its moments be, what a happy bond, 
While onward and onward its streamlet flows, 
How pleasant 'twill be when we reach its close ; 
And there whispereth still that doth softly say — 
To thee many happy returns of the day. 
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AN ACROSTIC, 

Weston, iarewell, yet proudly we smile, 
Ever tby thought shall be welcome awhile, 
Sailing thy waters or rambling thj shore, 
Time cannot banish the thought that shall soar, 
Over the hill, or the dell, or the lea, 
Nothing shall banish my roam by the sea. 

Farewell to Weston, its beautifol wood. 

And to its nooks that for ages have stood, 

RoUing and rising and dashing with foam, 

Even thy music shall welcome me home. 

Weston, yes, home in my fancy shall be, 

Even the murmur that floats from the sea, 

Long may'st thou gladden the hearts that shall hide, 

Loying to roam by thy beautiful side. 



ON THE DEATH OF A BELOVED FATHER. 

Ah 1 yes, my gentle, gentle father dear, 
I almost &ncy even now that thou art here ; 
But no, I trust thou now hast reached that holy, happy shore 
Where seraphs throng those courts along, and shall go out no 
more. 



I think I see tbe graceful palm wave gentlj in thine hand, 
Mj fatber, oh 1 my father there, with all the ransomed band ; 
Forgive the tear that gently ripples o'er thy memory sweet, 
It only helps the heart to long and pant again to meet. 

A parent's love ! bereft of this 'tis surely hard to part, 
But enough that Jeaus wiUs it and will aid the sinking heart ; 
Then help me, O my Grod, to cast my weary eye above, 
And rest upon Thy written word, that surely God is love. 

Yes, God is love, and oh I I know he doeth all things well, 
Good-bye, my dearest father, now thy glory who can tell ? 
I think I hear a whisper float o'er Jordan^s silvery tide — 
Fm aafe at home, for 'twas for me the Saviour bled and died. 



ON THE DEATH OF A LITTLE GIBL, 

Oh i tell me is it true, my own, that thou art gone away. 
And must thy mother stay bohind, oh 1 must I, must I stay ? 
Or can I not now follow thee, and so be with thee there, 
My own, my darling little one, thy future lot to share ? 

Oh I must we now, my little one, so soon, so quickly part, 

Just oncemore can I not now press tbee to my throbbing heart ? 

Ganst thou be gone, for ever gone, on whom my hope was laid ? 

So fondly watched my darling one, and yet so early fade ? 
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52 On the Death o f a Little Giri. 



Hush ! what is this ? a Yoice almost I fancy now I hear. 
Hark 1 listen ! there, it seems to nay — ^And wipe that falling tear, 
And do not moum and weep since this thy child, she now is 

free; 
Yes, from this dreaiy, earthly spot, she waits to welcome thee. 

To welcome thee, my mother dear, hark, hear her gently say — 
How sweetly doth the accent sound — dear mother come away. 
I ani not lost, but gone before, see mother, here I am 
Mounted upon my golden wing, and harping to the Lamb. 

Oh ! now my own, my sweetest one, tho' strongest was the tie, 
Freely I yield, and loose the band, and this, ah ! this is why — 
From sin and soitow yes I know thou art for ever free, 
Safe in the brightest land above thou shalt for ever be. 

Then while I bend me o'er. and take my last fond look, my 

sweet, 
I leave just one, a parting tear, and kiss thy clay-cold cheek. 
t'U fancy thou art peeping, while I cast my eye above, 
From yondcr brilliant cloud, to meet me in the land of love. 



FOND IMAGINATION. 

Oh, fond Imagination, how blissful is the note 
That wafls sweet Consolation amidst the heavenly float, 
Beneath the curtain peeping, or hid behind a cloud, 
Beneath the willow weeping, where is thy hallowed shroud ! 



Fond Imagination, 5 3 

Oh, fond Imagination, steal, oh steal me now aside, 
And waft me to the resting-place where doth my father hide. 
Oh I surely 'tis his voice I hear ; welcome the long lost tone, 
Say, fond Imagination, canst thou bring my father home ? 

Oh, fond Imagination, another voice I hear, 

That loves to lull me by her grave and claims me all that^s 

dear. 
How sweet the hidden whisper that echoes o'er the sod — 
I'm home, my dearest sister sweet, home and with my God. 

Oh, fond Imagination, hush, yet a little while, 
Stay me a little moment where I may but catch his smile, 
The smile of thee, sweet innocent. O baby, hast thou fied ? 
My little brother, must thou too be mingled with the dead ? 

Oh, fond Imagination, I love, I love to dwell 
Upon the happy happy past, yet still I know that all is well. 
Yes, all is well, for oh I I know His promise must be true. 
And I think I hear my dear ones say, He waiteth but for you. 

Oh, fond Imagination, float, oh, float thy golden wing, 
And launch me to the land where all the dear departed sing ; 
Yes, sing in louder, loftier strains, how blessed to be free, 
Come, come and join us, dear ones, there, throughout etemity. 



54 The Sick Child's Joy, 



THE SICK CHILJyS JOY, 

Oh, why are jou smiling and looking so sad ? 

Come, gaze in my face and let's hear, 
So happy and peaceful, no viwon of aad, 

On that bright little cheek not a tear. 

Come, come little maiden, I long just to know — 
Other children are sporting with glee, 

And gay are the footsteps that run to and fro, 
But a chamber of sickness for thee. 

Hark, hark, at their voices, they shout and they sing, 
While for weeks and for months that have flown, 

The air with their shouting doth echo and ring, 
While fainter and fainter thy tone. 

Ah, sweet little maiden, I see thy bright smile 

Come wafling its message to me, 
So pnre is the joy of the countenance, while 

It beckons tliis whisper from thee : 

While others are sporting and sporting away, 

Full of life, full of health, fnll of glee, 
Yet sweeter, far sweeter, my thoughts while I lay 

Come floating and floating o'er me. 



The Sick ChilcPs Joy. 55 

I think of the time, of the glorious time, 

When my song, quite holy and pure, 
And free from my cbamber of sickness shall chime ; 

My joy is both stead&st and snre. 

I think that beside me my Sayiour now stands, 

And He lulls me and helps me to bear, 
And He graciously twineth bis arms and his hands, 

To his bosom He presseth me there. 

And He whispers and whispers, so sweet is his voice, 

He graciously bids me good cheer; 
In my greatest of pain I am forced to rejoice, 

For I feel that my Saviour is near. 

So while at the voices of playmates I hark, 

It makes me but long to be gone, 
On, on to the land, where no sickness can mark, 

Nor sorrow can tamish my song. 

With Jesus my Shepherd so close by my side, 

I long and I long to be free ; 
I see the bright beacon that bids me to hide. 

And dosely to nestle to Thee. 

Ah no, then, I would not delay on the road 

For a game with my playmates, ah no ; 
But would travel along in haste to my God, 

And invite them all with me to go. 
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The Sick Child's Joy, 



Then, chamber of sickneasy companion to me, 
Thou art sent, I know, but for this, 

That the bud of my youth migbt bloom but to be 
A Rose in tbe gamer of Bliss. 



ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND, 

Hare i what sotinds of mournful sadness 

Falling now iipon mine ear, 
Tbere, where all was peace and gladness, 

Tbere tbe bome that smiles did cbeer. 

Now again I gaze around me, 

Ali about aeems silent, sad ; 
NeigbbouTB, friends, what has befel ye ? 

What has shadowed o*er your glad ? 

Tell, oh tell me, why this anguish, 
Sobs, and tears, and stifled sighs ? 

All around one stricken languish, 
Hush ! it whispers this is why : 

'Tis with lagging, heartless labour, 
That we now unfurl the cloud ; 

Husband, father, friend and neighbour, 
Now is stretched beneath bis shroud. 



On the Death o f a Friend. 57 

He, the man beloved, respected, 

Entered into all onr plana, 
Nought by him was e'er neglected, 

Only place it in his hands. 

He tbat used to lead our singiag, 

And our scliool treats used to grace, 
Who did fiil the air with ringing, 

Loud hurrahs — that welcome &ce. 

Stop ; it comes like sudden thunder 

Bursting loudly through the air, 
And it fiUs my soul with wonder — 

'Tis his voice I surely hear. 

Hark ! I think whate'er may threaten, 

Surely now I hear his voice ; 
Sweetly, sweetly see him beckon 
• While he bids us still rejoice. 

Do not tarry ; follow, foUow, 

Wife and children, come along ; 
Frienda, come chase that needless sorrow, 

Yet again come join my song. 

Come now, dear ones, cease that weeping, 

See me soaring far above ; 
'Tis not death — 'tis only sleeping 

On the downy bed of love. 



58 On the Death of a Friend. 

Could I halt ? Oh no, Fd rather 
Speed my way and take my flight, 

There behold my gracions Father 
Bid me tread the land of light. 

Come now, dear ones, let my lustre 
Not be dimmed by fruitless tear ; 

Onward, onward, roimd me cluster, 
Come and share my gloiy here. 



ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT. 

Oh hasten, thou moumer, to dry up thy tear, 
And cast but thine eye o*er thy head, 

Thy darling, thy cherished one, aee, see him there, 
Not alone with the number of dead. 

His seraph wings flutter and flutter beside, 

Beside of the life-giving stream ; 
So smooth and so sofl, and so gentle the tide 

That floated him off like a dream. 

See, see him now wafled, exalted among 

LitUe children, to whom it is given 
To join in the chonis — the holiest song — 

' Of Buch is the kingdom of Heaven.' 



On tke Death of an Infant, 59 

See, see on his brow the mark that is placed 
By the Shepherd who knoweth his sheep, 

Who tenderly gathers the lambs he has tmced, 
And safe in his bosom doth keep. 

'Tis a trial that*8 keen to a mother^s sofl breast, 
With the babe she hath cherished to part ; 

Yct listen, he hides in a lovelier nest 
Than the tenderest mother^s warm heart. 

He hides and he hides so gently, ah, there, 

Where the dear little children all meet, 
In their joy's brightest Eden of transport to share, 

All the glories that wait them to greet. 

He's gone, ah 1 - he*s gone, and a place he doth grace 

So sweetly, see, see him now peep, 
While he seems but to say, I have left thee to trace, 

And not by the willow to weep. 

Come, come, dearest mother, O follow me here, 

And long but to share in my rest, 
That shall soothe thee and dry up thy sorrowing tear, 

And link me more close to thy breast. 

O mother, dear mother, there whispers again, 

Thy bright little angel to thee, 
Now far, isx ayr&j from all siokness and pain, 

I long but thy welcome to be. 



6o On the Death of an Infant 

Oh yes, sweetest babe, I know thou art there, 

And I long, ah, I long for the path 
That shall garland the rose and the bud for to share 

In the wreath that my diamond hath. 

I know that the cushion that resteth thine head 

Is sweeter and softer than mine ; 
I know that the bosom that maketh thy bed 

Is blesoed, and I dare not repine. 

So, baby, 1*11 press thee and take my last kias, 
And my tears shall be joy, not repine ; 

For I know that thy future is transport and bliss, 
And thy home is both pure and divine. 



THE LITTLE GARDENER. 

CoME, now for my wheelbarrow, spade, and my hoe, 
For into the garden to work I must go ; 
There's many a bramble and many a weed, 
And spring-tide is coming, so now for my seed. 

Potatoes and cabbage, huzza 1 what a crop, 

I think 'twill be charming, quite charming ; but stop, 

1 must labonr and toil, and be hardy just now, 
Determined to work in the sweat of my brow. 



The Little Gardener. 6i 

Asparagus, spinacli, and brocoli see, 
Scarlet runners and beans, wbat a garden ^twill be, 
Some carrots and turnips, ob yes, and green peas, 
For wbat would a garden be Wortb witbout tbese ? 

And tben, let me see, there's tbe cucumber bed, 
And tben for mj tools I must build me a sbed, 
And tben, to be sure, every gardener knows, 
I must make me a trap for tbe sparrows and crows. 

And tben comes tbe fruit tree — tbe apple, tbe pear, 
And tbe currant and gooseberry, cberry, ob dear ; 
Tbe beautiful plum tree and delicate peacb, 
And tbe apricot far from tbe little ones' reacb. 

Ob, surely, I must tben be up and away, 

And into my garden by breaking of day ; 

Tben give me my wbeelbarrow, spade, and my boe, 

For into tbe garden to work I must go. 



KOME TO SEE MOTHER. 

Home to see motber, dear motber, once more, 
Ligbt bearted and joyous my bosom dotb soar : 
See, tbere at tbe wicket my fatber dotb stand, 
Wbile be joylully smiletb and wavetb bis band ; 
And over tbe brow of tbe bill I can see 
My brotbers and sisters are waiting for me. 



62 Home to see Mother, 

Home to see mother ; delightfiil the sound, 

How it maketh my heart and my spirit to botmd : 

How well I remember the bright happy day 

That fonnd me at home in my childhood at play. 

Oh how well I remember the frolic and glee, 

That I spent when at home, dearest mother, with thee. 

Home to see mother ; what mnsic so sweet 
Could fail on mine ear when my mother I meet ? 
Oh how well I remember the soimd of her voice, 
That at home in my childhood conld bid me rejoice. 
Then mother, dear mother, come lock me to thee, 
For dearer than ever is mother to me. 



ASB BRING ME HOME A FLOWER. 

GrOOD-BTE, my little darlings, go and ramble o'er the hill, 
The daffodil is waving, come, the little basket fiil. 
The daisy laughs, the buttercup, the primrose in the bower, 
Are smiling now to welcome thee, so bring me home a flower. 

The violet is peeping from the mossy bank beside 

The little riil that ripples where in sport it loves to hide ; 

The little birds are twittering ; hark, hark, how sweet they 

sing, 
How lovely is the floweret of the early, early spring. 



A nd Bring me Home a Flower. 63 

See Nature how she smileth, in her gayest mantle clad, 
How beauteously she whispereth and bids the heart be glad ; 
Gould sadness seem to hover round that hanging, fleecy cloud ? 
Ah surely nay, methinks a flower should peep above its shroud. 

Away, away then to the woodlands, where the blue-bell waves, 
And dancingcowslips seem to play the round that winter braves; 
Go where the early warblers love to chorus in the hour, 
Ali sporting in the sunshine there, and bring me home a flower. 



MOTHER, BEST, 

MoTHERy rest, thy toil is over, 
Sweetly, softly, slomber now ; 

Gently see thy bed we cover, 
While we kiss thy deathy brow. 

Mother, rest ; the tear-drop stealing, 
Falling from bereavement^s brow, 

Mingled sorrow, yet 'tis healing 
To the hearts that mourn thee now. 

Mother, rest ; the weeping willow 
Gently waves its drooping head, 

Hanging o*er that sombre pillow 
'Neath thy narrow grassy bed. 
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MotheTy Rest. 



Mother, rest ; no more of sorrow, 

Ali for thee is o'er and past ; 
See, there dawna a brighter morrow, 

Reaty sweet rest, for thee at last 

Mother, rest ; no Borrow sighing 
Reaches now that better land ; 

Scarce can this be called dying — 

Wond'rons change — sublime and grand ! 

Mother, rest ; sweet rest for ever 
Bids thee halt thy pilgrim roam ; 

Hark, it sweetly whispers, * Never 
More go out, for thou art home.* 



FAINT NOT, 8AD HEABT. 

Faint not, sad heart, nor let thy timid spirit fear, 
Thy Father bath appointed it, thy cross with patience bear. 
Doth darkness seem to mantle thee within its gloomy shroud ? 
And is the sun now hiding there behind that hanging cloud ? 
And doth the storm and tempest nowin torrents seem to sweep. 
And proudly bid defiance to the hearts perchance that weep ? 
Hush ! softly o'er the hazy hill there whispereth a voice — 
Fresh courage, Christian warrior, and let thine heart rejoice ; 
Brave soldiers in the battle-field they fear no dart or foe, 
But with all their armour on they will up and onward go ; 
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The conflict may be daring, and the battle may be strong, 
But up, nor be faint-hearted, Christian soldier, come along. 
The flash may be too vivid, or the thunder-clap too loud, 
But afber, when the storm is past, to see the breaking cloud 
Give way, Oh ! glorious ; methinks the sun will burst its rays 

and shine 
With a light that's all triumphant, and majestic, and divine ,- 
Then Oh faint not, faint not, sad heart, beneath a transient 

frown, 
Thy Father over-rules it — 'tis the cross before the crown. 
But bear the cross and wait His time, His own appointed way 
Shall lead thee out of darkness into bright and perfect day. 



THE FLOWER FADETH, 

MusT it be, my own, my tender, 
Dearest babe, oh ! must it be ? 

Must I make this great surrender — 
Must I, must I, part with thee ? 

Are my fondest hopes thus blighted ? 

Must thou fade, my sweetest liower ? 
Must thy spirit, fondly lighted, 

Whither, droop in such an hour ? 

Oh 1 my own, my darling baby, 
Must thou suffer thus while I 

Stand and gaze, but cannot stay thee — 
Sweetest baby, must thou die ? 
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Tlie Flower Fadeth, 



Oh ! could I but gain this £iYOur, 
Bear thy pain, my sweet, how glad, 

Smiling would thy mother labour, 
Bear with joy and not be sad. 

Moumer, stop ; my own, my precious, 
Now methinks I hear a voice 

Sweetly whisper — this is Jesus — 
He forebodes this happy choice. 

Moiher, wocddst thou have me linger, 
Now this thomy world amid, 

But a weary pilgrim stranger, 
Not in Jesus safely hid. 

Safe, yes, safely hid, how sweetly 
There, ah ! there in Jesus' fold, 

Until thou, my mother, meet me 
There my glory to behold. 

Ah ! my babe, though broken-hearted, 
I, thy mother, now will yield ; 

Kiss the rod, and thus be parted, 
Faith in God my wounds has healed. 

Then, my babe, when I, thy mother, 
Meet thee in that glorious place, 

Undisturbed I'll fondle over, 
When my own with joy I trace. 



The Flower Fadeth, 6j 



Baby, no more tears or crying 
When again I meet with thee ; 

Bless the Lord, all sorrow, sighing, 
Shall for ever, ever flee. 

Yes, the sword so keenly darting, 
Lovely babe, cannot divide, 

Feace and safety, no more parting 
When in Jesus' fold we hide. 

Then, my own, Fll cease my weeping, 
Take my wing and onward fly. 

Good-bye, baby, time is fleeting, 
'Tis not long with Jesus by. 



THE HAPPY LEATB-BED, 

I AM not lost, but gone before ; Oh, don't you see me here? 
Look up, look up, and see me now — you have no cause to 

fear. 
Good-bye, good-bye to weeping, I now am free from pain, 
AU, all I longing wait for, is but to meet again. 

Come, come my dearest mother, just cast a longing eye, 
You need not shed a single tear, nor heave a lonely sigh ; 
I am not now the pale, the sick, the suffering wonn of earth. 
No, no,beneath my Saviour's feet behold my happy berth. 
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68 The Happy Death-Bed. 

You will jnst listen, won't you now, and hear my holy song, 
While to my harp I tune my voice, do listen, com€ along ; 
My heart it beats with ecstasy, lit up with wondroua blaze — 
Worthy the Lamb for me once slain, O help me shout His 
praise. 

O what a glorious change ia this, now in the land of love, 
Far, fer beyond the sun — the moon — and twinkling stars above. 
See, see my crown and wings, and palm of triumph waving 

high, 
Hark, listen, dear ones will you, there, and hear my lusty cry. 

Come, come along, for oh, I cannot, cannot have you stay; 
While I am wrapt in glory's charms, you too must come away ; 
Here pearls of beauty sparkle bright with splendour's dazzling 

hue, 
There's room for seraphs gone before — there's room for fol- 

lowers too. 

Ah yes ! thou dear one, dear one there, we fancynow we hear 
Thy welcome voice in strains of joy that echoes do not fear ; 
Wafted in yonder cloud we see thee beckon from above, 
But soon the note of * met again ' shall burst the land of love. 



Where's Eva f 6c, 



WHEBE'8 EVA? 

Where's Eva, mamma ? Will she soon come home 

For her Christmas holiday too ? 
And join in our frolic, our sport, and our fun 

With papa, and with us, and with you ? 

Where's Eva, mamma, that she seems so long ? 

Shall we watch by the window to see. 
And to hear when she comes with her gay little song, 

Ali shouting, mamma, in her glee ? 

Where*s Eva, mamma, that the twilight's in, 

And the stars are beginning to shine, 
And nature is closing its curtain dim 

On the still, still night divine ? 

Where^s Eva, mamma ? Come, look at the Wreath 
We have twined for her fond little brow, 

The queen of the feast, we must hide undemeath 
Laurestina and bright holly bough. 

Where^s Eva, mamma, that you look so sad. 

And you try to smile through a tear. 
And you stroke us now, that weVe all so glad 

That Christmas and Eva are near ? 
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Where's Eva, mamma ? Oh ! she must, must oome 
To be foremost and chief in our play ; 

'Twould scarcely seem Christmas at all in our home 
With Eva, sweet Eva, away. 

Where's Eva, mamma ? Oh ! send for her now ; 

Shall I on with my coat and my hat ? 
I think, dear mamma, I could trudge thro' the snow. 

And qiiickly with Eva come back. 

Where^s Eva, mamma ? Let me go, let me go, 

Ferchance she is lost on the way, 
Or she's timid, mamma, at the streamlet's flow, 

Or she hideth awhile in her play. 

Where's Eva, my boy ? She's there, ah I ahe's there, 

With the dear little lambs of the fold, 
With Jesus, her Shepherd, to guard with his care, 

Her joy and her glory's untold. 

Where's Eva, my boy ? Oh ! she's safe, quite safe, 

And her Christmas is brighter afar. 
And she wears now the wreath the redeemed ones grace, 

And she shineth a bright little star. 

Where's Eva, my boy ? My sigh and my tear 

They are not for Eva — ^no, no ; 
'Tis the earthy plot that would stay me here, 

While on to my Eva I go. 



Where^s Evaf yi 



Where's Eva, my boy ? Oh I from yonder cloud, 

One peep at our Christmas tree, 
She wayeth her palm and ahe carols aloud 

The song of her victory ! 



THE DAY WHEN I TBUNDLED MY HOOP. 

My beautiful hoop— to thee do I owe 
The brightness, the beam on my cheek, 

The light-hearted bosom and beautifiil glow — 
The magic that seemeth to spcak. 

To speak from the trundle that rumbleth the road 

And the echo that whirleth the air, 
And merrily mimics the day when it snowed^ 

And laughs at my look of despair. 

My boyhood's companion — to me when a man 

How pleasant the bygone shall be, 
When the race long ago with my hoop I shall scan, 

And in fency be dancing with thee. 

The brave gallant soldier, some day on the field 

Perchance may be heading my troop, 
Oh ! a whisper shall flit while my sword I shall wield, 

Of the day when I tnmdled mj hoop. 
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The Day when I Trundled my Hoop, 



Or now I can picture the grey-headed seer— • 

He's telling with hmnorous glee, 
When he trundled his hoop, is the tale most dear 

To the little ones climbing his knee. 

Oh ! the bat and the ball, and the hare and the hounds, 

There's many a game may be told, 
Bat a run with the hoop, and my spirit it bonnds, 

While it langhs at the irosts and the cold. 

There's ciicket and croquet and leap-frog and swing, 

And once in a way I can stoop 
At marbles, but better than all I can win, 

Is the day that I trundled my hoop. 



THE STABLE-JBOY'S GRAVE, 

Sleep on, sleep on, thou rustic stable-boy, 

Where nought can hover round thee that can ever more alloy 

But there, where all is hushed and calm, we lay thee peace- 

fuUy, 
And only bid thee slumber on in sweet tranquillity. 

Though lonely was thy lot in life— an orphan stable-boy, 
With few to share thy sorrows or to mingle with thy joy, 
Yet oh, sublime and sacred now, could*st thou thy grave be- 

peep, 
To see employers gather round and fellow-servants weep. 



The Stable'Boy's Grave. 
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No pillow soit was there to luU and soothe thy dying head, 
No friend to take thy last farewell stood by thy watery bed ; 
Yet buah, bope sweetly whisperetb and ancboretb onr joy, 
EoT we feel tbat faith was simple in our honest stable-boy. 

Then we'll fondly gather round tbee in tby narrow resting 
place, 

Wbere percbance tbe yellow buttercup and daisy tbee sball 
grace; 

And ob ! metbmks bow sweet 'twill be, wben nothing more 
can cloy, 

To meet at bome, sweet bome, witb tbee, ciir rustic stable- 
boy. 



THE LITTLE HYMN-BOOK. 

CoMPANiON of my solitude, sweet wbisper to my sonl, 
Tbat points to yonder resting-place, tbe weary pilgrim*a goal ; 
It seems to wing me on tbe road in spite of all my roam, 
It takes my band and wbisperetb, bow sweetly, Welcome 
bome. 



It leads me on and points tbe way witb many and many a 

cbeer ; 
Sweet little book, to tbee I owe tbe cbase of many a tear, 
Tby simple pages lovingly I now can peer and trace, 
And feel a glow witbin my beart - a sunbeam in my face. 
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The Little Hymn-Book, 



It tells me, tho' mj sins are red, where I can get them free, 
It wHispereth that Jesus bled, yes, bled and died for me ; 
Sweet treasure of my soal, then oh ! I would more firmly 

grasp; 
My little hymn-book in my hand how £)ndly would I clasp. 

It bids me never, never fear, in words of love untold, 
And tho' IVe wandered &r away, it points me to the fold ; 
It whispers — ^Weary wanderer see, aee thy Shepherd stands, 
He only waits to welcome thee with eager out-stretched hands. 

It seems to draw my heart aside, imconscious on the wing, 
And meets a heavenly atmosphere, and sets me there to sing. 
Sweet little book, my soul's companion, could I ever part ? 
No, no, but bind thee closer still, and wear thee in my heart. 



No more my tottering steps shall fear the rough the rugged 

road, 
My little hymn-book bids me cheer and make my peace with 

God. 
Hark ! once more hear its sonnet float — good-bye this weary 

roam, 
Gompanion of my solitude, it whispers — Welcome home. 
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HU8K! M0THEE8 A8LEEP. 

HusH, mother's asleep, sbut sofUy the door, 

And noiHelessly tread o^er the carpeted floor. 

How ofl have we watcbed her when pallid her cheek, 

Or fiushed witb her pain and not able to epeak ; 

How ofl bave we sided ber pillow to weep ; 

But now tbere^s a wbisper — bnsb ! motber^s asleep. 

Husb, motber's asleep, just darken the room. 
How ofl bave we watcbed ber in sadness and gloom ; 
Stir gently tbe fire, and — stay just a wbile — 
Now turn round and see bow sbe seemetb to sniile. 
Yes, seemetb to smile wbile we tiptoe and creep, 
And yet tbere^s a wbisper — ^busb I motber*s asleep. 

Husb, motber's asleep ; bow lovinglj we, 

Tby cbildren, dear motber, are bending o'er tbee, 

And jealously guarding tby slumbers so fond, 

Tbat raisetb our bopes and sets tbem beyond, 

Wbere sisterly serapbs will aid us to keep, 

How Bweetly tbe wbisper — busb ! motber's asleep. 

Husb, motber's asleep ; not a stir, not a sound 
Tbat sbould dare to molest or disturb must be found, 
But all must be stillness and quiet repose. 
How sacred tbe music it seemetb tbere flows, 
Wbile its murmur more closely tban ever dotb steep 
Tbe eyelids tbat biddetb — ^busb ! motber's asleep. 
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Hush / Mothet^s Asleep. 



Hush, mother's asleep ; then could we be sad ? 
No, no, why the very sound bids us be glad. 
How long have we watched, bave we waited for tbis, 
For the obamber of ease, for the chamber of bliss. 
How sweetly she sleeps while she seemeth to peep, 
And dream out the whisper — hush ! mother^s asleep. 



MY FATHER8 8MZLE. 

M Y Father's smile shall make me glad 
Tho' all around beside were sad, 
When left to contemplate alone 
His loving smile is round me thrown. 

About my path, about my bed, 
My Father's smile is round me shed ; 
At daybreak too, or midnight dark, 
A gentle whisper bids me hark, 

A still small voice breaks in awhile, 
Again I catch my Father^s smile; 
My soul is fiUed with holy maze 
While on his loving smile I gaze. 

It seems as if some gentle dove 
Were floating o'er me from above ; 
I raise my head in wondering strain, 
Ah ! now my Father smiles again. 



My Father's Smile, yy 

M J hands, my heart, my soul, my all, 

Beneath his footstool gently fail, 

But Father's smile is near to raise — 

Ah 1 now my tongue bursts out with praise. 

With sacred wonder fiUed I stand, 
My Father holds me with his hand, 
And bids me upward look awhile, 
To catch again his loving smile. 

Tho* somctimes filled with fear and doubt, 
I on in darkness grope about, 
Out peeps his smile wrapt in a shroud, 
'Twas only hid behind a cloud. 

Filled with temptations next I roam. 
And in despair lose sight of home, 
A star comes twinkling, yet awhile, 
It shines again — ^my Father^s smile. 

My father, O my Father, sweet 
It is at every step to meet. 
K sometimes on me, from above, 
A frown is sen t — 'tis sen t in love. 

It only bids me watchful be 
Lest I should e^er lose sight of thee ; 
But this it always hath entwined — 
A tender smile to cast behind. 
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My Father's Smile, 



Mj Father, Saviour, God and King, 
Still to thj smile in love I eling. 
If tempted e*er from thee to stray, 
It draws me with its tender sway. 

My Father, O my Father mild, 
Look with compassion on thy child, 
And sweetly play thy smile o'er me, 
Till I for ever smile on thee. 



KE FELL BU T TO BI8E. 

Dear mother, they tell me he fell but to rise, 
Then wipe now the tears from thy sorrowing eyes. 
They tell me he £iced, like a hero so brave, 
And wielded his sword with a conqueror'8 wave. 
With the battle beibre him he fought for the prize, 
And they tell me, they tell me, he fell but to rise. 

Dear mother, they tell me the beautiful bride 
That followed him out, like an angel beside, 
Will now be retuming, all sorry and sad, 
The widow in mouming, no spark that is glad. 
But why, dearest mother, this dismal disguise, 
When they tell me, they tell me, he fell but to rise ? 



He Fell but to Rise, 79 

Dear mother, they tell me to lower the blind, 
In token that deatb in his arms hatb entwined ; 
And they speak but in whispers of sorrowful tone, 
And it seemeth they love to be qmet alone. 
But why, dearest mother, this dreary surmise, 
When he fought but to win, and he fell but to rise ? 

Dear mother, see, see you that beautiful cloud, 
And he peepeth behind it and smiles at the shroud. 
How he maketh his way while he wingeth his flight, 
And mounting so nobly he stands at its height ; 
Now, furling his banner, he shouts from the skies, 
The victor triumphant — ^he fell but to rise I 

Dear mother then cheer thee, tho' hard to be left, 
Of the husband, the son, and the brother bereft, 
They say that he bathed in his own life's blood, 
But to him it seemed nought but a beautiful flood, 
Eor see you the smile on his lips while he dies, 
It leaveth the whisper — he fell but to rise ! 



'JEBV& 8AITH UNTO HER, MASYr 

Hare i i hear His gracious voice 
Bid ray heart and soul rejoice. 
Sister, now He calleth me, 
Dearest Lord, 'tis surely He. 
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Jesus saitk unto ker, Mary! * 



Dark and dismal was the road 
When in search of God I trod ; 
None to break my lonelj gloom 
While I Bought him near the tomb. 

AU at once — oh I lovely sonnd — 
Echoes like a flash the ground. 
Marj, hush ! — I hear him speak — 
^Tis my Lord I came to seek. 

Dearest Lord, my hope, my all, 
At the brink forbids my £dl ; 
See, He bursts my latest gloom, 
Jesus meets me at the tomb. 

And he dries my latest tear, 
Chases, too, my latest fear ; 
Oh ! 'tis nought the dreary road, 
At the end to find my Lord. 

Could I the world again retrace — 
No, 1 speed my rapid pace ; 
Dearest friend, forbid my roam, 
Jesus, Rabbi, calls me home. 



Silent Breathings, 8 1 



8lLE2!lT BREATHINGS. 

When will my heart be clean, quite clean, 
Without one evil thought within ? 
When will the billows cease to roli 
In angry torrents o*er my soul ? 

When will my heart be pure, quite pure, 
From eveiy tempest quite secure ? 
When will fresli outbursts cease to rise, 
That dim my progress to the skies ? 

When will my heart be free, quite free, 
From every storm that rageth me ? 
Wlien will resentment, anger, pride, 
And all unloveliness subside ? 

Jesus, thou know'st I love thee still, 
Bend thou my haughty, stubbom will. 
Jesus, my Jesus, cleanse my stain, 
And guard thy wanderer once again. 

Jesus, thou know'st I love the breast 
That oft hath lulled my soul to rest ; 
Jesus, thou knowVt I love to twine 
Within those out-stretched arms of thine. 
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Silent Breathings, 



Jesus, thou know'st I love to hide 
In Bilent breathings near thy side. 
Jesus, my Jesus, oh ! be mild, 
And once more smile upon thy child. 



T KE DYING GIR L, 



LOOKING UNTO JESUS. 



GooD-BYE, good-bye, my well-loved friends, with ye I cannot 

stay, 
For hark ! my God a message sends to steal my soul away. 
Tho' many a conflict, many a foe, 
May threaten a blasting overthrow, 
I'U wield my sword and onward go — 

Looking unto Jesus. 

Adieu ! adieu ! thou busy world, my future is divine, 
Let Satan from his throne be hurled, ibr Jesus he is mine. 
Tho* many a sigh and many a tear, 
And many a doubt and many a fear, 
May try to sway — l'U dash them clear — 

Looking unto Jesus. 

On to that bright, bright world above, 'tis there I long to be 
Invited by my Saviour's love, who bled and died for me. 
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Yes, though my sins are crimson red, 
It was for me my Saviour bled, 
Now quite, quite safe, I raise my head — 

Looking unto Jesus. 

On to my happy, happy home, he bids me come away ; 
He gathers in my youthful roam before the scorching day. 
He aweetly whispers — Maid arise, 
Up, Bpeed thee on and mount the skies, 
And, only childlike, fix thine eyes — 

Looking unto Jesus. 

See Satan, how he croucheth down before his long- though t 

prey ; 
Ten thousand darts his net had liirown to lure my feet away ; 
But now J face him manfully, 
And pointing to the accursed tree, 
Defeat him tliere triumphantly — 

Looking unto Jesus. 

The cross, the dying Saviour's cross, clung by a dying giri, 
Shall to the latest cleanse my dross, and whisper — Peace be 

stiU; 
Then, when the river glideth by, 
My passing breath shall fondly cry — 
How sweet it is, how sweet to die — 

Looking unto Jesus. 
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ACB08TIC, 

SLEEP, GENTLE KATE. 

Sleep, gentle Kate, beneath thy grassy sod, 

Lent only for a little while, now claimed again by God. 

Ere thou hadst tasted sorrow's cup we lay thee down to sleep, 

E'en there where angels stealthily their hallowed watch-guard 

keep; 
Pity, forgive, sweet Kate, the tear that bids us weep. 

Gentle thou wast from infiincy, we watched thy tender years, 
Entwined with roses, yet with thoms, bedimmed with doubts 

and fears. 
Now lulled to sleep by hidden hands, softly thy eyelids close ; 
Twined gracefully and tastefully, the willow and the rose 
Lend forth their aid to shade and scent thy sweet repose. 
Eternity quite cloudless, gentle Kate, its wings around thee 

throws. 

Kate, once we watched, and watched, and thought we ne'er 

could say gcod-bye. 
And oh ! how hard we gazed at death — in vain could we defy ; 
'JTill all at once a hallowed hlaze rebuked and bade us wait, 
Encircled round thy brow 'twas writ — Sleep on, thou gentle 

Kate. 
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WE'LL MEET AGAIN TO-MORROW. 

How softly wafts the gentle breeze, 
The zephyr winds that borrow, 

That seem to sing amongst the trees — 
We'll meet again to-morrow. 

How softly ebbs that silent breast, 
That bosom free from sorrow, 

That whispers to a parting guest — 
We'll meet again to-morrow. 

How gently floats that songster now, 

That warbleth so sweetly, 
That danceth round and round my brow, 

And sings — to-morrow meet me. 

What beauteous music flits mine ear 
And iills the air with ringing ; 

I fondly hark, and dream I hear 
The whole creation singing. 

And while I gaze with wondering eyes 
Strange fancies seem to follow, 

And catch the curious song, and raise — 
We'll meet again to-morrow. 



86 We'll meet again To-morrow, 

Ah I now I catch that laugbing eye 
Without one trace of sorrow, 

It answereth with a soft-drawn sigh — 
We'll meet again to-morrow. 



THE MOTHER FROM HOME, 

The motlier from home, and she secretly yeams, 

And she muses in silence the strain, 
And there whispereth soft, while her bosom it bums — 

Oh I I long to be home once again. 

My baby ia there ; stay me not, stay me not, 

But bid me adieu, quickly, now ; 
I long to be there by that dear little cot, 

Bending over that fond little brow. 

That little blue frock and those little blue shoes, 

Could a mother forget in her roam ? 
Ah, nay, but her pulse, quickly beating, would choose 

To be there with her baby at home. 

Sweet baby, I come ; sweet baby, I come; 

Good-bye to my holiday roam ; 
'Tis well to be sporting, but sweeter by far 

To be there with my baby at home. 



Peace be unto Thce' Sy 



* PEACE BE UNTO THEE, * 

HuSH ! liark to the voice that floats over me now, 
To the restlesa brain and the throbbing brow, 
That seemeth to shudder the tyrant's sword, 
Surelj some music strikes gently a chord, 
And it pleasantl}' biddeth my fear to cease, 
While it cheerfully lulleth and whispereth peace. 

Oh ! surely some dream must be floating my head, 

Or some fairy vision o'erhanging my bed, 

For even in slumber I playfuUy hide, 

And the fear that comes creeping I dash i t aside ; 

For surely their veils me some soft hidden fleece, 

While sweetly beneath it there whispereth peace. 

What peace to the maiden in sadness beguiled ; 
Away with the mimic of frantic or wild ; 
'Tis sorrow pent up till a thundering rush 
Bursts over the spirit' s bewildering giish, 
And the black wave's torrent with wild increase ; 
Yet hush I all at once there whispereth peace. 

Yes, peace, troubled daughter, good cheer to thee now, 
There's rest Ibr thy bosom, there's caim from thy brow. 
'Tis Jesus invites thee ; come, wanderer, rest, 
Kecline on his bosom, recline on his breast ; 
Come now to his arms, and thy sorrow sliall cease, 
For surely 'tis Jesus that whispereth peace. 
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THE HUSBAND ALOSE. 

He paceth up and down, and he walketli to and fro, 

H e cannot seem to settle down or know which way to go ; 

Perchance he takes the paper up and gives it just a scan, 

Then lays it down and whispers — Pm a solitary man. 

Then, aoflly sighinf^, knits his brow — alas ! my bird hath 

flown, 
And leil me to experience the husband all alone. 

They talk of single blessedness, and tell of married bliss, 
Yet I fancied I could spare her, that she'd not be such a miss ; 
But oh I forgive me while I own companionship the life, 
For what on earth comes up to this — a man without a wife. 
I fancied I could spare her, but solicitude must own, 
No rook could caw much louder than the husband all alone. 

We jog along most happily, but still I never thought 
The fish that out of water would so readily be caught, 
And oh, the pleasant fancy still will fioat about my breast, 
That thoufyh my bird is far away sheV brooding o'er her nest. 
And oh I I £incy I can hear a kind of distant moan, 
She'd gladly now be hiding with her husband all alone. 

I take my quiet cup of tea, the bachelor might boast ; 
But give to me the gentle hand to spread my bit of toast. 
No loving sniile awaits me now, I ^most as soon would be 
Without the butter on my bread, or sugar in my tea ; 
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As live the life without a wife — aye, let me pick the bone, 
I'd give her all the meat than be the husband all alone. 

I'm snug enough, for aught I know, and every comfort trace, 
But the greatest of them all would be to fiil the vacant place. 
I lounge within my easy chair and take my nap at noon, 
But there's no one now to wake me, for my gentle bird hath 

flown; 
No melody falls on mine ear with music in the tone, 
O, surely I shall ne'er forget the husband all alone. 

But never mind, Fll cheer me on and count the days awhile, 
And I shall see that form again, and catch that loving smile ; 
And O the joy I then shall feel — what briiliance beam mine ey e, 
When I shall hail the welcome news — she's coming by-and-bye; 
I'U prize her more than ever then, and this I'U frankly own, 
'Tis well to be a little while — the husband all alone. 



TKE WIFE AWAY, 

HuSH ! thcre soundeth from the distance and there falleth on 

muie ear 
A kind of distant echo, I cannot tarry here, 
Oh I I think I hear the sonnet of another well-known voice, 
With a music strike upon it that bids my heart rejoice. 
Then mother, bid me now iarewell, for oh ! I cannot stay, 
Oh no I I cannot longer bear to be the wife away. 
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Husli I on the moming breezes there floateth tlirough the air 
A kind of stified whisper — ^Why leave me longer here ? 
'Tis sweet to flee the ark awhile, and oh I 'tis good to leam 
The dove that finds no resting-place will gladly now retum. 
^Tis sweet to sport a little while, a little while to play, 
But let me hie me home again, nor be the wife awaj. 

The moming sun is shining and the warblers, all afiioat, 
Are twittering round mj window-siU with rife and cheerfnl 

note; 
But hnsh I a lonelj footstep treads the daisy-spangled grass, 
And a voice there gently whispereth — ^Why leave me thus 7 

alas I 
So mother, mother, let me go, and bid me no delay, 
That twinkling eye beams sofilj now — why be the wife 

away? 

I love my father's gentle arms, my mother's tender care, 
But another, soflly sighing, bids me tum and enter there ; 
My baby sleeps upon my bosom, with me in my roam, 
But my husband and my own fireside, they bid me welcome 

home. 
So let me go, and fare-thee-well, thy loving sheep must stray 
For oh ! I dare not longer be the absent wife away. 

The village beli is chiming now, and MLeth, oh, how sweet ; 
It wafleth on the gentle breezes, smiling, me to greet. 
Hark ! o'er the hillock, far away, it floateth on the wing, 
And oh ! it pealeth merrily, while thus it seems to sing — 
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Retum, return, thou wanderer, and proudly we will sway 
The banner, for no longer thou shalt be the wife away. 

Then, dearest friends, good-bye, good-bye, my panting bosom 

yeams, 
But yonder see the brilliant hearth and fire for me that bums ; 
And peeping thro' the window — oh 1 I cannot leave them there, 
My slippers in the fender, and my dear old empty chair. 
Then mother, mother, kiss me quick, but bid me no delay, 
For I cannot, cannot longer bear to be the wife away. 



THE 3EA8IDE VILLAGE. 

REMEMBKANCE OF B£MBRIDG£, I.W. 

Fair comer remote of that dear little isle, 
We cast thee a beckon and wave thee a smile ; 
The clatter and clamour of city forsook, 
How lovely to hide in thy sweet little nook. 

Fair corner remote, no pomp canst thou boast, 
Of the great or the mighty, the monarch or host ; 
Yet nature hath mantled her beauties in thee, 
Thou fair little yillage alone by the sea. 
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Thy woodlands are beautiiiil, decked in a sheen, 
And thj mossj banks smile from their tippets of green, 
*Neath the trees that o^er-hang thein, thy shady lanes peep, 
TiU far o'er the hillock they stealthilj creep. 

Fair comer remote, tho' through the world wide 
I launch on the wave and I fioat on the tide, 
Yet proudly TU wave a gay banner to thee, 
Thou Mr little village alone by the sea. 



A HAPPY NEW YEAS. 



A HAPPT new year, a happy new year ! 

Shout thousands of voices loud and clear ; 

From the dear old man in his silvery hair, 

And the dear old dame in her old arm chair, 

And the sprightly youth and the bounding maid. 

It ringeth again the rustic glade, I 

While merrily pealeth the village beli, 

And the cottager peeps from his hamlet dell ; 

He whistles a chorus so merrily there, 

That lightens his brow from many a care ; 

And the 8quire comes tripping with nimble feet, 

His lady to meet and his chicks to greet ; 

And the stately lord and the gallant brave, 

A happy new year can wave, can wave. 

Oh I fathers and mothers, and children all, 

A happy new year can loudly call ; 
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And many a brow with cloudy scope, 

A happy new year can meet with hope ; 

And many a heart that^s sour and sad 

Can welcorae the sonnet that makes it glad. 

The soldier, the sailor, hurrah 1 hurrah I 

A voice from the ocean be-murmurs the call. 

At home and abroad, the near and the dear, 

Besoundeth the cry — ^A happy new year ; 

And even the convict ceaseth to sigh, 

And — ^A happy new year 1 doth hopeftilly cry. 

Hark, hark 1 what is this ? another ia seen, 

And the palace unfoldeth our gracious Queen, 

And she flingeth a 8mile and waveth a cheer, 

While she biddeth once more — A happy new year ! 



THE BIRTHDAY PARTY, 

How bright and joyous is the heart, and gladsome is the brow, 
There's not a cloud and not a shadow rests upon it now ; 
But sparkling eyes and sunny faces light the Hunny tlirong, 
While — Come and welcome, happy day — rings out the birthday 
song. 

Oh ! happy day, oh ! happy day, when little children meet 
To join a merry game of play, and hail a birthday treat — 
A holiday, a holiday 1 good-bye to slate and book, 
Arithmetic and grammar, French and all inust be forsook. 
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Hi! ab, what's this? I see papa come peepiog round the 

door, 
And something in his hand lie brings — ^a birtbdaj giit, I'm 

sure. 
Hurrab, burrab ! here's dear mamma, sbe seconds bim in 

tbis — 
God bless tbee now, my blooming boy, come, give mamma a 

kiss. 

And now wbat's next ? Amit Emmj too, sbe looks so ver y 

sby; 
Sbe bides ber bands bebind ber, too — I gness, Fll tell you 

wby. 
Some token of forget-me-not. I say, wby bere's Miss Jane, 
I do declare tbe birtbday treat bas fetcbed ber out again. 

Now come, wbat's next ? Ab I Freddy tbere, be looks so very 
wise, 

' I tbink you say, my birtbday gifV, dear Willy, don't despise. 
! And Henry too ; stop, really now, bere's Stanney dancing in, 

j And Flory diagging Fluff along, so play mnst now begin. ! 

\ I 

I But bark ! I fancy now I bear a sbuffle in tbe ball, 

Hcre's cooky come to steal a peep, Louisa, nurse, and all. 
Witb tbree times tbree in bearty cbeer, may every birtbday 

sbine, 
And bealtb, and peace, and bappiness, and every blessing 

tbine. 

1 



Thy Son Liveth. 95 



THY SON LIVETH. 

Land of the ransomed and land of the blest, 
Land where the sin-sick and weary find rest, 
Tho' keen be the parting and heavy the blow, 
I'll think of my boy as he peeps at me now. 

Land of the blessed and land of the brave, 
Land of the promise, its portal the grave ; 
Bedecked in the garment now whiter than snow, 
m think of my boy as he peeps at me now. 

Land full of triumph and land fuU of joy — 
Jf 1 could, oh I I would not recall thee, my boy ; 
Begone to thy pain and thy fevered brow, 
I'll think of my boy as he peeps at me now. 

Land full of love, little children are there, 
And I know the good Shepherd will guard thee with care. 
In his bosom He hides thee, my child, oh ! I know, — 
I'll think of my boy as he peeps at me now. 

Land, happy land ! thy future bright home, 
Hail to thy banner, thy palm, and thy crown ; 
I'll kiss now the rod, to the sceptre Tll bow, 
I'll think of my boy as he peeps at me now. 



96 Thy Son Livetk. 



Land of the living ; hush ! surely a voice 

Steals over my sorrow, and bids me rejoioe ; 

Tho' the death of my cLild should my heart overflow, 

rjl think of my boy as he peeps at me now. 



FROM A SEBMON BY THE REV. — MONTGOMERY. 

CHRIST RAISING THE WIDOW'S SON. 

CoME, come along, thou weeping one, and listen, will you 

hear? 
Not all alon e, not all alone, for Jesns he is near. 
Hark, listen now, He bids thee stop a moment just to gaze, 
Now full of pity , full of love, He waits the dead to raise. 

How tenderly He now doth stand and bid thee check that 

tear ; 
See, see you now, the outstretched hands, thou lonely widow, 

there. 
Oh ! now to catch his loving words — how gentle is the tone — 
* Young man arise and go thy way, and take thy mother home.' 

Oh ! what a wondrous, wondrous hour, how joyous is the 

glow, 
Amazing love, amazing power, what rapture now doth flow. 
Beside the tomb, in sorrow's gloom, how glowing ia the blaze, 
In darkest night yet all is briglit — He comes the dead to raise. 
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How sweet, how sweet are words like these to many a weeping 

one; 
How many a widowed mother left to mourn her only son, 
To tread alone the dreaiy path, so sad, so full of gloom — 
With aching heart, ah, must she part, and leave hini at the 

tomb? 

To leave him at the silent tomb, and shall he always stay ? 
Hark I what is this ? No, no, my Savioiir meets me in the 

way ; 
And tJbis is what I hear him say — He too shall rise again, 
And meet thee there, where all is fair, and free firom sin and 

pain. 

Yes, blessed be our God for this, the mourner soon shall 

meet 
Each dear one parted from him here, in love at Jesus' feet ; 
The widow's son must part again when little time is o'er, 
But we, thro' ages all along, shall meet to part no more. 



^ASY HAPPy RETURNS OF THE DAY. 

Fair child, we come with a smile to thee, 

Hark, listen awhile we say — 
To thy joyous brow and childish glee, 

* Many happy returns of the day.' 

H 
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Many Happy Returns of tJie Day. 
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Fair child, we come with a music note 

That cbimeth its lusty lay, 
And wafts the air with its gentle float — 

' Many happy returns of the day.' 

Fair child, we come, we come in a throng 

That merrily danceth away, 
Aye, danceth away to the air of the song— 

* Many happy retoms of the day/ 

Fair child, we come, 'tis a brilliant scene, 

When the heart and the home betray, 
While we bnrst afresh to our starlight queen, 

* Many happy returns of the day.' 

Fair child, we come, and we ask that flowers 

May gracefully strew thy way, 
And greetings for thee overhang in their bowers- 

' Many happy returns of the day/ 

Fair child, we come ; hush, over the hill, 
When the shade of the eve gathers gray. 

Oh ! surely a whisper shall float for thee still — 
' Many happy returns of the day.* 
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JESUS, SPARE HIM. 

Jesus, bow tliy gracious ear^ 
Listen to thy suppliant's prayer ; 
Look with pity, look with loTe, 
From thy mercy-seat above. 

Jesus, spare him, spare him. 

In the hour of sorrow, sadness, 
Send, oh ! send a ray of gladness ; 
In his sickness make his bed, 
Soothe his brow and calm his head. 

Jesns, spare him, spare him. 

Gently, gently lay thy hand, 
Spare the stroke and by him stand ; 
Still, oh ! still the throbbing brow, 
* Peace be to thee,* whisper now. 

Jesus, spare him, spare him. 

Jesus, Saviour, loved ones weep, 
O'er that bed they stealthy peep ; 
Glance, oh ! glance thy loving eye, 
Bid the tear-washed cheek be dry. 

Jesus, spare him, spare him. 
* h2 
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Friendfi and dear ones cluster rouud — 
Could a glimpse of hope be found ? 
Hark ! a still amali voice doth float — 
FliDg, O fling thy anchor, Hope. 

Jesiis, spare him, spare him. 

Hush, a silent beckon steals, 
Lovingly it lulls, it heala ; 
Cast away those doubts and fears, 
Now I know my Savionr hears. 

Jesus, spare him, spare him. 



WHY WEEPE8T TROVl 

Why weep for thy baby ? Come, dry up the tear, 
For there floateth a whisper — She cannot be here ; 
Bu t she^s gone iax away, &r away to the land 
Where the dear little children — a glorious band — 
Encircle the throne of a Saviour's love : 
Far away, far away, thy baby's above. 

Why weep for thy baby ? Oh ! ne'er heard ye tell 
That the lambs of the fold in his bosom do dwell, 
That the Shepherd so gentle who guideth his sheep, 
Would fondle the little ones ? Woman, why weep ? 
Why weep for thy baby ? Oh I surely she's there, 
x\nd she sparkles a geni in the crown of His care. 



Why Weepest Ttiou ? loi 

Why weep for thy baby ? Oh I sorry and sad, 
Had she lingered on earth, scarce a ray that was glad; 
But now, surely now, there be-peepeth a smile, 
And thy dear little angel floats o'er thee awhile ; 
And even her tiny voice seemeth to cry — 
Why weep for thy baby that's home in the sky ? 

Why weep for thy baby ? Come, bid her adieu, 
She's only a little while lost to thy view ; 
But surely her joy and her glory's nntold, 
She^s saie in the gamer, she^s safe in the fold ; 
She's safe in the ark, so holy, so blest : 
Why weep for thy baby ? Thy baby's at rest. 



THE MABINER'8 GRAVE. 

HusH ! softly he sleeps in the mariner's grave, 
In the murmuring sea, *neath the silvery wave ; 
No tablet to mark where the stranger can creep, 
Where the moumer can stray and the widow can weep ; 
Yet surely, methinks, he hath ranked with the brave, 
And 'tis noble to sleep in a mariner^s grave. 

No willow is drooping to show us the spot, 
Yet there whispereth, Soft, he can ne'er be forgot, 
For he seemeth to peep irom the bright blue sea. 
And to beckon a smile, sad heart, for thee ; 
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While tbere sacredly seemeth to float on tLe wave — 
How soft is tbe sleep in tbe mariner's grave. 

But a little while, and the mother so bright, 

Is counting the time with a fond delight, 

And the children are dancing in merriest glee, 

For father is coming, is coming fi*om sea. 

To be first to welcome is all they crave, 

But — a crasb — ^and be sinks in a mariner's grave. 

But tbe other day, and the little child 
Was running about on the shore so wild ; 
And I wondered the wife, who is now so sad, 
But tbe other daj sbould be all so glad ; 
But the wife was not able the husband to save 
And she weeps, for be bides in a mariner's grave. 

Yet bush I to the wbisper that seemeth to float, 
And to strike the beart with a silvery note : 
The friend of the widow wiQ wipe the tear, 
And the God of tbe fatherless waits to cheer, 
And only hark, He will ride on the wave, 
And guard with His arm the mariner's grave. 
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DEAR MOTHER WHISPERS PEACK 

We gather around, and we scatter tbe tear, 

And it seemeth *tis good to be weeping here. 

The world is all dreary, and drowsy, and sad, 

And there seems not a spark that can whisper of glad. 

We gather around, and we silentlj gaze, 
And we hark for her voice that was wont to be raised ; 
But hush, there's a void, and a silence doth creep, • 
And it seems but to welcome the willow to sleep. 

We gather around, and the tomb, oh ! the tomb, 
It seems to come rolling and crushiiig with gloom ; 
And yet there's a voice that will whisper in spite, 
And it echoes, and echoes — Thy vision is bright. 

Come, gather around, see, see me afar, 
How I glitter more brilliant than sun, moon, or star ; 
My children, my children, good-bye to my pain. 
Say, would'st thou now have me to suffer again ? 

Come, gather around, my children, and see 
Thy mother's not lost, but she hovers o'er thee ; 
And sweet was the moment, and blest was the shroud 
That wrapt me, my children, this beautiful cloud. 
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Come, gather around, mj children, and see 
How I^m peeping, and peeping, smiling o'er thee ; 
Come, diy up the tear, and welcome the fleece, 
That whispers, and whispers — Dear mother^s at peace. 



THE LITTLE GLPSY GIBL. 

Her bushy head was thick with cnrls, 

Ali matted and nncombed ; 
Her sparkling eyes were bright as pearls, 

While through the fields she roamed. 

Her little legs, exposed and bare, 

They danced and pranced along ; 
She seemed to know no sorrow, care, 



I To mar her bonny song. 



I stood and gazed npon the child, 
She looked so wildly sweet ; 

She tumed around, and gailj smiled, 
And seemed quite pleased to meet. 

Then on again, with rapid pace, 

This little gipsy bound, 
Her very footsteps seemed they graced 

The wUd romantic giound. 



The Little Gipsy Giri. 105 



I smiled and wafled her a nod, 

She quickl7 played it back ; 
Then on again, across the sod, 

She gaily 'sued her track. 

I watched and watcLed, my heart it burned 

For something yet to say ; 
It seemed some lesson might be learned 

The while she ran away. 

I pondered to myself, and said, 

This tattered gipsy giri, 
With jet black eyes and ragged head, 

Can happiness unfurL 

There*8 many a royal coronet, 

And many a princely brow, 
A gipsy giri could envy yet 

Her peaceinl bosom now. 

There^s many a gay and dazzling head, 

And many an aching breast, 
C!ould long thy banished lot instead, 

And have their cares at rest. 

Come, come, my little gipsy friend, 

But once more smile on me, 
Then mn, thy happy day to spend 

In froHc, sport, and glee, 
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Then seek at dusk tby woodland but, 
There by the mill-stream's pour ; 

Or is it there, by the hazel-nut, 
Or the brink of the sea-side roar ? 

Good-bye, good-bye, yet loth to part, 

A thought I gently send ; 
Heaven bless, preserve, protect thine heart, 

My little gipsy friend. 



THE MWNIGHT SONNET. 

HusH I in the still of the night I hear, 
'Midst the father's sigh and the mother^s tear, 
So strangely mingled the sob with the song-» 
Beautiful angel, sleep, sleep on. 

Oh I the hectic flush and the fevered brain, 
Begone to the night with the bed of its pain, 
How sweet is the whisper that follows along— 
Beantifiil angel, sleep, sleep on. 

Hark to the sonnet, the song of the night, 
Come, seraph sister, hail we thy flight, 
Weary and fiunt we welcome among — 
Beautiful angel, sleep, sleep on. 
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Brothers and sisters, dry up the tear, 
Soft be the pillow that nestles her here ; 
Schoolfellows, plajnooates, join in the song — 
Beautiiul angel, sleep, sleep on. 

Hail to the mom thy spirit that freed, 
Springtime and youth trannplanted indeed 
Unto the land where sorrow's unknown — 
Beautifiil angel, sleep, sleep on. 

Hallow'd the hillock, the grave, and the sod ; 
Sweet be the thought thou art home with thy God ; 
Even the knell strikes out with its dong — 
Beautiful angel, sleep, sleep on. 

Oh I from her beautiftd pillow above, 
Could we recall the child of our love ? 
No, cries the mother, with tremulous tongue — 
Beautiful angel, sleep, sleep on. 

Beautiful angel, sleep on, sleep on, 

'Neath the shade of the cross and the blood-wrought crown. 

Glory to God I thy victory's won — 

Beautiful angel, sleep, sleep on. 
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MY ai8TER8 GRAVE, 

Oh i tell me what's that yonder turf 
That gently lies upon tbe earth. 
I think it is some well-loved place 
Where oft you love your steps to trace. 

Ah yes, why don't you know 'tia there 
Where lies my little sister dear ; 
Her sickly frame I recollect, 
Her gentle voice I can't forget. 

A sudden death, a sudden death, 
Our favourite, favourite sister met ; 
But sure, to us this hope is given, 
Our well-loyed sister^s now in heaven. 

Ah ! I remember, just at last, 
The schoolmates of my sister's class, 
To her their last attention paid, 
They folio wed onward to her grave. 

Then as we stood around her grave, 
There, there our last fond look we gave, 
And there from every eye was shed 
A tear, to water the sleeper^s bed. 



My Sister^s Grave. 109 



Then Sabbath teachers there were ibur, 
Who to the grave our sister bore, 
And seriouB was the look they gave 
When in the ground her frame they laid. 

And then, oh then, our minister, 
His very look *twas, Do not fear ; 
Why do you weep, and shed that tear ? 
She is in heaven — she is not here. 

She is an angel robed in white, 
Praising her God both day and night ; 
She is in heaven, yes, that is where — 
FoUow her on and meet her there. 

Now is there nothing we cau do, 
Once more, our sister dear, for you ? 
Ah no, but oft we'll love to trace 
Thy quiet, peaceful resting place. 

And as we gaze upon the turf 

We'U think that thou wast pluck'd from earth, 

But now, oh now, to thee is given, 

A crown of glory bright in heaven. 

And Jesus, Saviour, heavenly friend, 
Guide, bless, and keep us to the end, 
Then wing our souls to thee above, 
To sing the triumphs of thy love. 
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And then, oh then, our joy will be, 
Our sister dear again to see, 
When we shall share this happj state — 
Oh, grant it, Lord, for Jesus' sake ! 



INDIAN MUTZNY. 

While some in chariots yainly trust, 
And seek for strength of vrar, 

And in their iulness make a boast, 
And wield their sword and spear. 

'Tis not for others thus to fight, 
Though jiist as anxious, they 

Would seek to quell with all their might, 
The victory to sway. 

For who are they on England^s shore ? 

They cannot reach that land, 
Maybe some loved one^s gone before 

They cannot now command. 

The hnsband gone, with wiie behind, 

She hears no tidings yet, 
Her heart it beats, it throbs, it biirns, 

Suspense her anguish threat. 
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Perchance some fond, fond mother's there, 

She heaves a sti£ed sigh. 
Hush I hark, I hear her say — O where 

Art thou, my darling boy ? 

Or say, some brother fondly tied 

By all that's dear, yet he, 
The brother's joy, the sister's pride, 

Aghast in mutiny. 

O where can friends now tum to find 
The help they fain would have ? 

The wife, the mother, left behind, 
Each longed, but could not save. 

O is there nothing left, that each 
Could help to 'suage the fright ? 

Bold Indians' tyranny to reach, 
Where madmen wildly fight ? 

Ah no ! methinks there's nothing left, 

Our chariots all are vain, 
Our horses now may all be swept. 

As worthless, with the slain. 

But hark ! I sudden catch the sound, 

On Britam^s anxious shore 
Ten thousand hearts all cluster round, 

And drooping, rise once more« 



o where can victory now be found ? 

It rings thro^ England's air, 
Horses and chariots vainly sound, 

We'll seek alone in prayer. 

O Lord I our God, look down, look down, 

And with Thy servants be, 
With blood-besprinkled banners crown 

Triumphant victory. 



TO A YOUNG LALY ON HER WEDDING DAY. 

Fair lady, see us coming, see ns coming to thee now, 

With the wreath of orange blossoms we must deck thy snowy 

brow; 
And see, we bring the bridal robe, and in it thee we hide, 
While smiles are waving everywhere around our youthfulbride. 

Fair lady, see us coming, bedecked in all that^s gay, 
We cluster round, all greeting thee, queen of the bridal day I 
Fair lady, see, we wreathe for thee, from all our choicest bowers, 
Fond tokens of affection, twined in nature's loveliest flowers. 

Fair lady, see ns coming. Hark ! the busy chariot wheel 
Comes dashing gracefully along amidst the merry peal. 
And surely now I catch a sound come floating softly on — 
Sweet harmony, sweet melody, ring out the bridal song I 



T o a Young Lady on her Wedding Day, 113 

Fair lady, aee us coming. Hush ! thine eyes seek only he, 
Borne on the haJlowed wings of love, the heart that pants for 

thee ; 
Yet hear united voices that burst on every side — 
Hail I Life, and health, and happiness — the bridegroom and 

the bride ! 



THE GRAVE-DIGGER 8 TEAR. 

m 

Oh ! the grave-digger there, with pickaxe and Bpade, 

Is busily tracing a little one's grave, 

So silent and still, by the side of a mound, 

And there seems not a murmur to ruffle the groiind. 

I gaze on in silence ; he seems to me sad, 
And his countenance beams not a spark that is glad ; 
There seems not a spark that can whisper of cheer, 
And I think I can see that he brushes a tear. 

He hideth his iace, and his rustic brow 
Betokens the thrill of his angnish now, 
And a side-way glance at the sod that's near, 
And the grave-digger sobs — My child lies here. 

Now on, on again, the axe and the spade ; 
But oh I 'tis a task, this little one^s grave. 
'Tis the side-way turf, with its memory dear. 
And it falleth again, the grave-digger^s tear. 

1 
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Tlie Grave-Digger^ s Tear. 



With tremulous hand he hreaketh the clay, 
And it seemeth he must, he must give way ; 
He buries his &ce, and he bathes with a tear, 
And he points out another with mother lies here. 

Tet soft be the whisper that stealeth the earth. 
And fond be the echo that ruffles the tuif. 
With guardian angels Fll banish mj fear, 
And water the sod with the grave-digger's tear. 



WATCHING A CHILD A8LEEP. 

SLEEP, FLORENCE, SLEEP. 

Sleep, Florence, sleep, beneath thj golden tresses, 
Bright be the Tisions that o'er thy pillow peep, 

Fond are the hearts that steal with soft caresaes, 

Beating swiftlj over thee with, Sleep, Florence, sleep. 

Sleep, Florence, sleep ; thy tiny eyelids closing, 
A silken thread of scarlet thy velvet lip doth keep ; 

Each snowy cbeek of marble hath gently there repoaing 
A blushing rose that whispereth, Sleep, Florence, sleep. 

Sleep, Florence, sleep ; thou know'st no thought of sorrow, 
Gmleless and free, 'twere far from thee to weep ; 

But childhood's sweetest slumber be-dreams a happy morrow, 
While 'neath its plume it nestles thee with, Sleep, Florence, 
Sleep. 
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Sleep, Florence, sleep ; a timid footstep hideth ; 

Hush 1 so Boftly, sofUy now, it near thy bed doth creep, 
While hark ! a mother's blessing it surely now betideth, 

And she euda Good-night, God bless thee ! with Sleep, 
Florence, sleep. 

Sleep, Florence, sleep, whUe angel forms are winging. 
And bidding happy slumber thy gentle eyelids steep ; 

Oh 1 I surely catch the echo of their seraph voices singing, 
And bidding thee to join them in thy sleep, Florence, slee[). 



THE EMPTY CHAIR, 

CoMPANiON of my bosom, oh I whither hast thou fled ? 
And must I seek in solitude the living with the dead ? 
And must the fond, fond voice and form, that once my heart 

did cheer, 
Be hushed, be lost for ever now, behind the empty chair ? 

Fond memory glideth over, and willeth just to peep, 
Thenstrays behind the cui-tain where the moumerloves toweep. 
Yes, loves to weep, for oh I it soothes the heart to linger where 
AfFection's tie hath twined around the dear old empty chair. 

The lonely step that totters now with weary, stealthy tread, 

Light and alert had once a charm, like music^ssound, instead ! 

But now, oh ! now, with hallowed pace, t'issacred to be ther<> 

With holy muse to linger roimd the dear old empty chair. 

i2 
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The dear old empty chair : hnsb ! hark I — a voice I surelj 

hear; 
Some gentle hand comes softlj now, and wipes awaj mj tear, 
And only bids me foUow on, with holy hope and prayer, 
Companion of my bosom, far beyond the empty chair. 



DREAMING OF MOTHER, 

Dream not, dearest mother, in silence dream not 
Tm lost in the distance and thou art forgot. 
No, no, there's a voice far away o'er the sea — 
Tm dreaming so fondly, dear mother, of thee. 

Forbid dearest mother should sit down and weep 
When, fer o'er the billow, a fond eye doth peep ; 
Though down in the diggings hid deep I may be, 
Yet fondly I'm dreaming, dear mother, of thee. 

The beautiful sea, how it fiirleth the foam, 
While proudly it hideth the wanderer's roam ; 
Yet tfurely behind it thcre whispereth he, 
Aye, fondly I'm dreaming, dear mother, of thee. 

Dear, happy old England, she hoisteth her sail. 
And bids me again brave the tide and the gale ; ' 
The splashing waves sparkle and laugh in their glee, 
While fondly I'm dreaming, dear mother, of thee. 
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Thougli hid from my home and my mother by far, 
In the dusk of the eve there^s a bright little star ; 
I gaze at its twinkle, and fancy I see 
My mother, while fondly Tm dreaming of thee. 

And then in the quiet, the hush of the night, 
What is it that maketh my slumber more light ? 
Oh ! surely 'tis this that be-pilloweth me, 
'Tis dreaming ao fondly, dear mother, of thee. 

Down, down in the diggings, brave, hardy and bold, 
But what when he comes with his bag full of gold ? 
To comfort, support, and sustain who but she, 
*Ti8 this that I^m dreaming, dear mother, of thee. 

Then down with the sigh and be waving the cheer, 
But fling me a smile, and away with the tear, 
And hush to the murmur that floats the blue sea — 
I^m dreaming so fondly, dear mother, of thee. 



THE HAPPY OLD MAID. 

So cosy and snug, by her cheerful fire-side 
She sitteth alone in the height of her pride, 
So prim and so neat, with her lily white cap, 
And her snowy white apron thrown over her lap ; 
Oh ! who would not envy the dignified grade. 
And the undisturbed life of a happy old maid ? 
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No husband to gramble, no cbildren to brood, 
On the quiet old dame who would dare to intrude ? 
She sitteth and stroketh the little black cat 
That purs by her side on its snug little mat, 
And nobody dareth to make her afraid, 
So snug is the life of a little old maid. 

Now daming her stockings — no hole to be seen, 
From her cap to her toe she is tidy and clean ; 
And see you the tippet, or neat little shawl 
Pinned over her shoulders — ^and this is not all ; 
See, see round her neck, at the frill that is laid, 
As the finishing stroke to the little old maid. 

Now onward she toddles to market ; ah, there, 

Her pattens or clogs she is certain to wear, 

And her neat parasol or umbrella must take, 

And she buyeth her chop and her nice little cake^ 

And she fancies the married ones strangely have stray'd, 

For they canH have the peace of a quiet old maid. 

Now home again, home, she imlatcheth the door, 
And she rubbeth her shoes, for the boards of her floor 
Are as white as the snow, and it seemeth the while 
She enters, they playiully peep np and smile ; 
And the tit little kettle, long, long it hath played 
With its Bong on the hob, for the happy old maid. 

Now, down with her window blind, fastened with care, 
She shuts up her honse — ^now her nice easy chair 
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Quite close to the fire — who cosy as she, 
The happy old maiden sHs down to her tea ; 
And she glories in this, that her life's in the shade, 
And she lives unmolested — a happy old maid. 



MY POOB LITTLE M0THERLE88 BABE, 

HusH ! softly he sighs while he bendeth him now, 

And he watcheth the sleep of that fond little brow, 

And he tenderly fancies her features doth steep 

The tear that he drops on his baby asleep. 

Oh I wife of my youth, how untimely the grave, 

That hath snatched thee from me and thy poor little babe ! 

How fondly I pondered and dreamt of the wife 

That should be my companion and sunshine in life ! 

Oh I how proudly I watched her and dreamt of the day 

That should smile on the bride and should steal her away ! 

Oh ! surely it seems 'tis a dream of the night, 

That she 's left me with baby and fled from my sight. 

Oh ! I fancied that roses my floweret should be, 

In the life I should spend, oh, so happy with thee ! 

I thought that its beauty my life should adom, 

But the rose it hath drooped, and hath lefb me the thom. 

Yet hush to my grief that would ilow like a flood, 

For my rose it hath left me one beautiiul bud. 

Then how sacred the sigh and how sacred the tear, 
That shall water my bud and shall help me to bear. 
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How lovelj the fiagrance that soon shall be thrown, 
When the bud shall expand and the rose shall be blown I 
Oh ! how lovely, methinks, we will deck out her grave, 
While she peeps up and smiles on her poor little babe I 



THE ORANGE BL0880M. 

Fair flower of England's garden I we greet the happj mom 

When fond and eager hearts and hands must wake thee to 

adom; 

The bridal robe is ready — see, it waiteth for thee now, 

And the wreath of orange blossom waits to twine aroimd th j 
brow. 

Fair flower of England's garden ! how oft the beauteous rose 
Hath played beneath thy fingers, or thy bosom lent repose, 
And &irest flowers have smiled beneath thj loving hand, 

but now 
The wreath of orange blossom laughs, to deck thy blushing brow. 

Fair flower of England's garden ! we hear the busy wheel, 
The chariot comes ; huah ! hark I — it daaheth 'midst the merry 

peal; 
And harki what meaneth this? I hear sweet music greeting now 
The wreath of orange blossom that must hang around thy brow. 

Fair flower of £ngland*s garden I the timid daisy peeps, 
Uplifling now its modest head, a jealous watch it keeps, 
As if it thinks the hand that loved must bid a ^reweli now, 
The wreath of orange blossom must wave around thy brow. 
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Fair flower of England^s gaiden I ihe mighiy ocean's foam 
Floats on for thee a whisper from thj iuture happy home ; 
See yonder natives waiting with a welcome for thee now, 
To hail old England^s daughter with her orange-blossomed brow. 

Fair flower of England's garden I Maj never sorrow, care, 
Be thine, but every happiness attend the bridal pair, 
And hear us while we fondly pray — ^may Grod defend thee now, 
And fix the orange blossom, with His blessing, on thy brow I 



THE BATTLE OF NAWABGUNGE, 
FOUGHT ON JUNE 13, 1858. 

What those distant sonnds I hear, 
Calling bravest hearts to fear? 
Cannon-balls come bounding on, 
Rolling now our troops among. 

Now again another bang, 
While the very air it rang ; 
Now another — there it goes — 
Powder, ahot, unsparing flow. 

Soldiers now their footprints trace, 
Marching on with warlike pace ; 
English soldiers — ^hearts so brave, 
Fight again — ^your country save ! 
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Sepoj rebels dare to face, 
Englishmen of British grace ; 
From yon trenchea form a line, 
Brave, brave soldiers, forward shine I 

Cut them down and stand their ground, 
There where'er a Sepoy's found ; 
Show them this fair English play, 
Let them see you win the day. 

England's troops with England's God 
Marching o'er the battle sod, 
Here's the secret, nobly grand, 
Where brave English soldiers stand. 

English soldiers, few among, 
Clash the Sepoys thousands strong 1 
Scattered now, they frightened run, 
At the Rrst fair English gun. 

British soldiers tired and ^nt, 
Nightly marchings, weary taint, 
Hangs about them, and forlom, 
Sleepless nights, they hail the mom. 

Longing, waiting, watching; stop, 
AU at once a cannon shot 
Bids them up and on alight, 
Face the foe and nobly fight. 
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Now the Sepoys stand aghast, 
True brave Englishmen at last 
Give them first three English cheers^ 
Now commence, the battle rears. 

Bang the gun and bounce the ball^ 
Sepoy hundreds now they fail, 
While the British bravely stand, 
Waving now their banner grand. 

England's God with out-stretched hand 
Still conducts and bids them stand ; 
Once more on our armies see 
Stamped the English victory \ 



AN AC B O STIC. 

WELCOME HOME. 

Welcome, thou gentle monitor of love and peace ! 

Ever aroimd thy path twine we the floweret. 

Love, deeply stamped, doth surely flirrow thy simple brow. 

Come to the arms of us who wait thee. 

On speed thy way, unruffled be thy calm, 

Mother of Excellence — say, shall we style thee ? 

Even 80, gently ascends the whisper. 

Home ! how joyous strikes the soimd ! the ear 

On which it falls breaks into music, 

Murmuring softly, sweetly — Hush ! away with roam ! 

Enter once more, thou absent one,andgreet sweet welcome home. 
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ON THE DEATH OF EIS BOYAL HIGHNE88 
THE PRINCE C0N80BT. 

Habk i the Yoice of sadden anguish 
BurstB firom yonder palace gate ; 

See him prostrate, see him languish, 
Thoufiands, millions, moum his &te. 

See the wife of wives a widow, 
Princelj children bow their heads, 

Hanging o*er that statelj pillow, 
Loth to quit its sleeping dead I 

£ngland*s model man of beauties 
Gan it be, thua snatched awaj ? 

Leaving uniiilfilled those duties 
He had eager watched the day. 

Watch'd the daj when thousaiid voices 

Should unite to hail his fame, 
Bursting io with glad rejoices, 

Shouting welcome to his name I 

When within those piles so glistening, 

Eager hearts of everj rank 
Fain would hoist their banner, listening 

For his footstepe — what a blank! 
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Hush I a ivhisper sofl comes stealing 

Over, while l'm lost in thought ; 
Hark ! so gently now 'tis pealing — 

Surelj ^tis bis voice we sought I 

Listen ; catch that hallowed beckon, 

See that smile 'neath jonder cloud, 
Cast aside whate^er would threaten, 

Yiew him not beneath his sbroud. 

See him in his palace, loflier 

Than the gema of earth afford ; 
See him gaze irom pillars, costlier 

Than that building richly stored. 

Albert ! yes, the while we moum thee, 

Yet we^ll- cast a longing eje, 
Trace thj footsteps and adom thee, 

Fancjing still that thou art bj. 

And thj name shall bend the willow 

Gently o*er each English heart, 
Whispering soft — ^Defend the widow, 

Be her guide and coimterpart. 
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THE HOME OF MY CHILLHOOD. 

1 
SwFET wails the thought of the day of my childhood, ; 

When in the circle of home I had place, 

And in the light-hearted spirit of boyhood, 

I with my brothers and sistf rs did grace 

Home, Bweet home — ^the home of my childhood. 

Now, on the shores of a far, foreign nation, 

Here, 'mid the strangers I meet, 1 muat roam, 
Wide in the distance I take up my station, 

Far from the land of my youthful home, 

Home sweet home — ^the home of my childhood. 

i 

Home of my childhood ! when to my mother 

Oflen I listened with gladsome ear ; 1 

Severed tho' now from sister and brother, ! 

Where is the hearth that my youth did cheer ? j 

Home, sweet home — the home of my childhood. i 

ThoTights of the past, oh ! how do they brighten ! | 

W'hile on the future I*m verging my way, 
I dream of the past, and my heart it doth lighten — 

Surely it seems I were there but to-day. 

Home, sweet home — the home of my childhood. 




Often the dream of my fancy comes sweeping, 
Wide o'er the ocean I waft back a smile, 

Into the window of home I am peeping, 

There with my friends on that beautiful isle. 

Home, sweet home — the home of my childhood. 

Oflen and often in fancy I^m musing 

While at my post I am toiling away, 
Crowded with scenes of the foreign, yet choosing 

Thoughts on the past, they go dancing away. 

Home, sweet home — ^the home of my childhood. 

Then in my stranger land when I am walking, 

Tinkles the echo wherever I roam, 
The friends that I meet with are struck with my talking, 

Telling so much of my wonderful home. 

Home, sweet home — the home of my childhood. 

When silent my slumbers I feel a faint darting, 
So softly, so gently it floats o'er my head ; 

It whispers and whispers — this scarcely is parting — 
In happy old England I think i s my bed. 

Home, sweet home — the home of my childhood. 

Yet &r far away my bosom is burning. 

And wide fioat the waves of the ooean between ; 

I think of the home thafs behind, and I'm yearning 
To catch but a glimpse 'neath the wild intervene. 
Home, sweet home— the home of my childhood. 



1 28 The Home of my Chtldhood. 

I 



Fancj's sofl ivhisper again it comes creeping, j 

Sweet wafts the messagte of loye on its float ; 
Nearer and nearer thj home thou art leaping, ; 

Brighter and better than that is its note. 

Home, sweet liome— the home of mj childhood. 

I halt, and I muse, and Fm stricken vrith wonder, 

Force's grasp raises my eye o'er my head ; 
'Tis absence that causes the heart to grow fonder, 

This is the home that awaits me instead 

Of home, sweet home — ^the home of my childhood. 

Oh ! for the home that 's before me I'm thirsting, ; 

AU that I love may I meet with them there, 
Fresh from the depths of my heart it comes bursting, 

Saviour, oh I gather and nestle us there I \ 

Home, sweet home — the home of our haven. 



THE POPLAR TREE, 

Oh ! tell me, tell me, what is this, that seems to strike a note ? 
It tinkles down the rustic stalk, so stealthy is its float ; 
A kind of hallowed sacred touch there settles all aromid, 
While every footstep seems to leave a print that seems to 
soimd — 

The poplar tree. 



Oh ! tell me, tell me, what is this? the people crowd and throng, 
And when they reach the poplar tree they send one hush along; 
It seems some strange event hath caused attention's mutest ear; 
See, see the hundreds, thousands now, all come and cluster near 

The poplar tree. 

Oh ! tell me, tell me, what is this ? for oh ! I long to know. 
The celebrated Spurgeon lifts his voice with preaching to 
Thousands, and thousands cluster round, thej come from far 

and near, 
Ali wraptwithin one quiet*maze they view the form that's here — 

The poplar tree. 

Oh ! tell me, tell me. Stop, a voice vrith sudden thunder^s roar. 
And lightning's vivid flash that sweeps, while rain in torrents 

pour; 
Here is the spot, the hallowed spot — the finger-post toheaven, 
A pilgrim halted near its trunk, his shelter here was given. 

The poplar tree. 

Oh I tell me, tell me, once again, yes, here his footsteps stay ed, 
While now a flash — a fetal flash — of lightning round him played ; 
Yet hush I 'twas surely nothing but a blaze of heavenly light 
Flinging its shadows^neath the clouds, to set and guide him right 

The poplar tree. 

The poplar tree, the poplar tree, its tali and stately head, 
While to his God it pointed him it covered too his bed ; 
Then gently 'neath its waving boughs he laid him down to sleep, 
While — stranger, be ye ready too, this epitaph shall keep. 

The poplar tree. 
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HUSH! FATHERS ASLEEP. 

HrsH ! father's asleep, tben softly, softly tread 

With silent stealthy creep around his long and narrow bed, 

And murmiir not a whisper that should daunt his peaceful 

brow, 
But gentlj draw the curtain, not a stir muat enter now. 

Hush ! fatber^s asleep ; how tTanquil and how blessed, 
The aged pilgrim lays him down where all the weary rest, 
The tottering step that oft hath fagg'd beneath its weight 

hath sped, 
And now a peaceful slumber waits to rest his weary bead. 

Hush ! father's asleep. At last his throbbing breast 
Hath found the blissful bower, and he settles in its nest ; 
Though long and weary on the road, 'tis over and 'tis past, 
How sweetly now he lays him down and falls asleep at last. 

Hush ! fatber's asleep ; yet oh, with silent tread 

We'll linger round the hillock of the dear departed dead, 

And we will chase the dewy drop, forbid that we should 

weep 
For hush, the road was weary, long, but father's gone to sleep. 
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AN ACS08TIC. 

EoLLiNG over the silvery tide of life'a gay bosom, tost 
Onward, brave as the mariner, though every hope were lost, 
Bound for the distant landing-place, a hero braving all, 
Even the flash, the thunder-storm, the tempest, and tho squall ; 
Ride nobly o'er the foaming wave, thy little life-boat steer, 
Till, smiling in the distance, shall the honoured lighthousc 
cheer. 

Come next, and gentJy gaze around, o'erlookiug life's rough 

sea^ 
And catch the whispering niiirnuir of the ocean's song for 

thee; 
Rise, once more rise, and manfully raise ye the rigging now, 
Time-honoured fame, mount, mount its wing, and settle round 

thy brow ! 
Enter thy cabin peacefiil when thy tide shall cease to float, 
Rest, aweetly rest thy weary head, safe in the brave life-boat. 



« THY WILL BE DONE,* 

Thy will be done, my Father, now, 
Tho' sharp the pang and keen the blow, 
Yet help thy child to kiss the rod, 

I And cry — Thy will be done, my God ! 
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Thy will be done I Tho' SDatched so soon, 
Ere scorching sun could blight thy noon, 
My bloorning boy ; yet, Lord, 'tis sweet, 
To know again we soon shall meet. 

Thy will be done I How hallow'd, blest, 
To know niy darling's safe at rest. 
Hush, hark I a whisper floats the sod — 
Yes, safe at home, my Saviour God. 

Thy will be done ! Tho' childhood's shrine 
^e mother's heart doth fondly twine ; 
Yet oh ! 'tis sweet, 'tis sweeter fer, 
To shine above, my tiny star. 

Thy will be done ! My star gives light, 
niumines yet my dreary night, 
Its tiny twinkle seems to say — 
Dear mother, cheer, 'tis dawning day. 

Thy will be done I Its brilliant ray, 
It seems to steal my soul away ; 
It seems to soothe the mother's gloom, 
And strike its shade beyond the tomb. 

Thy will be done I Shall I repine, 
To know my darling is divine ? 
No, no ; begone to silent grief, 
Thy will be done is yet relie£ 
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Thy will be done I Tho' one soft tear 
Should steal my cheek, 'tis but to cheer, 
To water now the sacred clod, 
Thy will be done I my God, my God ! 



TKE SOLDIER'S GRAVE. 

Oh i could I foUow India's shore, 
And batbe with trickling tear, 

My soldier brotber, yet once more 
His voice but could I hear. 

Oh I could I stand his giave beside, 

Beside that hallowed spot 
Keep stealthy watch, or with him hide, 

And share his lonely lot. 

My brother, oh I my brother, yet 
But once more smile on me ; 

Thy boyhood days can I forget, 
When home I shared with thee ? 
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In £mc7 still I see thj form, 
And think I hear thj voice ; 

I think thj distance wafls a charm. 
And bids mj heart rejoice. 



I ahnost fancj thou art here, 
I On £ngland*s happy shore ; 

Imagination draws thee near, 
I And saith, B^one no more. 



I gaze npon thj portrait now, 

It seemR to speak to me. 
Hush| hark ! I think it tells me how 

I still may live with thee. 

I think it whiapers — Sister dear, 
Still, still my banner wave, 

Gease, chase that sigh and falling tear, 
And look beyond the grave. 

I am not now with bloody sword 
Still battling in the strife ; 

The victory, the victory I 
See, see my crown of life ! 

My sister could not stand beside, 

Or bathe my dying head ; 
She could no soothing word betide, 

Or make my dying bed. 
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But listen now, once more give ear, 
And catch my lingVing strain ; 

My sister, chase that Giling tear, 
I died not with the skin. 

'Tis scarcely death, 'tis only sleep 

Upon a foreign shore ; 
A whisper saith we both shall meet, 

Shall meet to part no more. 

Shall meet again, for ever bless^d, 
Wrapt in his banner brave 

Who gives the weary soldier rest 
And guards his foreign grave. 



THE BRITISH SOLDIER. 

Q0D DEFEND HIM. 

Absent friends now cluster round, 
Anxious heArts at home are found, 
Mingled hope and fear is bound ; 
Now they hope and now they sigh, 
Can yon, can you tell me why ? 
Now I hear one lusty cry — 
God defend him ! 
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The British soldier he is there, 
Indians' tyrannj to share, 
While the savage shrink to spare 
His life ; Oh ! what is this ? we start. 
And impiilse fresh, with sudden dart, 
Bursts from the English mother^s heart — 
God defend him ! 

Defend, defend my soldier-boy, 
Be witib him there, his staj, his joj, 
Shield him with &ith that cannot cloj. 
If he must fight then help him wield 
His sword around the battle-field, 
Clinging to Thee, his onlj shield — 
God defend him \ 

Fond brothers now, and sisters too, 
Oiir anzious thonghts are not a few ; 
Dear brother there we talk of yon. 
May heayen's blest hand preserve thee there, 
Yet may we meet, with love to share 
A brother^s joy, we breathe this prayer — 
God defend him t 

The British soldier God defend, 
Old English hearts together blend^ 
With one consent they upward send. 
Each longing heart it pants to hear 
Some welcome yoice to bid it cheer, 
One selfHsame cry still rings the air — 
God defend him ! 
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Stop : in the distance dow I hear 
A gentle voice say — Motlier, dear, 
With brothers, sisters, chase that tear ; 
Grod is my hope, my strength, my stay, 
In him I trust by night, by day, 
He cannot tum this prayer away— 
God defend bim I 



THE HAPPY FARMER, 

Who would not be a fanner 

With bis blithe and merry song, 

His wbistle clear wbile bis way doth Bteer 
'Mid the farm-yard's bappy throng. 

Witb bis cattle grazing round bim, 
Or smacking bis waggon wbip, • 

Ob I I see bim now witb a smile on bis brow, 
Wbile tbe little lambkins skip. 

Now oyer tbe billock trudging, 
'Mid tbe sweet and gentle breeze, 

Not a single cloud does bis biigbt eye sbroud 
But tbe sbade of tbe waving trees. 
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No noise of the crowded city, 
Beset with its clatter and din, 

But a free free pace can his pathway trace, 
And a rose on his cheek can win. 

Oh ! giye me the joys of a &nner, 

To the idle life begone, 
And the chimney-side ahall at eventide 

Wind up with the &rnier'8 song. 



AS ACR08TIC. 



WiFE of my bosom, oh ! follow me on 
Into the land of bright glory IVe won ; 
Land of the blessed and land of the free, 
Land of the ranaomed that waiteth for thee, 
Into its gates with the banner of praise, 
And to its anthems now lustily raise 
Music and harmony — sweet are their lays. 

Land of the angels that beckon me on, 
And to my harp they are tuning my song ; 
Now for my triumph and now for my joy, 
Glory to God I not a shadow can cloy, 
Shadows may hover and shadows may fail, 
Land of the living, mj Father will draw 
Even the curtain that seems to impede ; 
Yield thee I he cries, and my spirit is freed. 
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Come to me now ; he welcomes me, see, 
On to the bosom that waiteth for me. 
Why will ye slacken and why will ye weep ? 
Did he not lull me and pillow my sleep ? 
Eyen the widow he'll comfort and keep. 
Rally, oh ! rally, my children, and soar, 
Yes, to the land that shall part us no more I 



THE SICK CHILD'S PBAYER. 

Oh Lord ! I raise my heart to Thee, 

Do Thou in mercy hear : 
Look down in pity now on me, 

And hear a sick child^s prayer. 

Oh ! waah my heart in Jesus' blood 
And make it white and clean; 

Oh I bathe me in that precious flood, 
That pure and blessed stream. 

Oh I raise my thoughts &r, far above 
A sick child's bed of pain, 

And fix them on the land of love, 
Lord, hear my prayer again. 



I40 



The Sick Child*s Prayer. 



Oh I make me patient, gentle, mild, 

And help me all to bear. 
Lord Jesus, smile upon thy child, 

And hear mjr simple prajer. 

About my dying bed be near, 

And help me all to bear ; 
Lord Jesus, wipe mj latest tear, 

Oh ! hear a sick child*s prajer. 

Oh ! Father, Savionr, Shepherd, King, 
Redeemer, Christ, be there, 

Then on my brilliant wing I'll sing — 
Thou heard^st a sick child's prajer. 



THE WILD-FLOWEB CS088. 

WRITTEN AFTER ARRANGING CROSSES OF WILD FLOWERS ON THE 
GRAVES OF MR. AND MRS. BROOMFIELD, LATB OF NEWPORT, 
ISLE OF WIGHT. 

Rest, gentle sleepers, from all jour labours now, 
No more shaU anxious sorrow or trouble cross your brow ; 
Sweet alumber now betides ye, no more of care and dross, 
But memory fond shall hide y e 'neath the wild-flower cross. 



The Wild'Flower Cross, 141 

Rest, weary pilgrims, how lovely is the sleep, 
The sleep that guardian angels on mounted wings do keep. 
We would not now recal ye, but only in your loss, 
Would muse and twine it o'er ye, the wild-flower cross. 

Rest for the weary ; oh ! 'tis a lovely sound, 
How sweetly &,lls the music that floats the hallowed mound I 
The hallowed mound that o'er ye we carpet now with moss, 
And Mtrangely, fondly decorate the wild-flower cross. 

Rest 'neath the hillock ; the laughing daisy white, 
Peeping now above ye with golden cup unite, 
And this is what they seem to say — the palm they toss, 
While we can only wreathe for them the wild-flower cross. 

Rest, rest, reclining in one long embrace, 
Death's arms entwining round your resting place ; 
Seraphs floating o'er ye with a silken floss, 
Lulling ye to sleep 'neath the wild-flower cross. 

Rest undivided ; one long sweet sleep, 

In death united while the angels keep, 

Yet still in fond aflection and safe emboss, 

We leave ye 'neath the shadow of the wild-flower cross. 



142 The Long Black Cloak. 



THE LONG BLACK CLOAK. 

FRIENDSHIP IN DISGUISE. 

*TwAS autumn^s eve, the misty rain 
Came drizzling down the hill, 

And the clouded moon she tried to peer 
Her dim light o'er the dell. 

A lonelj maiden lingered near 
The rillage churchyard grim, 

So sofb, 80 still, no sound was there, 
Ali hushed the twilight dim. 

Alone, alone, in silent thought 
And pensive mood she strajed, 

When lo I her sight a figure caught, 
That came towards the maid. 

Stop ; shall I forward go and trace, 

Or shall I tum again, 
60 boldly on and bravelj face 

This figure down the lane ? 

Hush I gentlj, sofUy pass him now, 

Huzza ! the silence broke, 
A kindly greeting only proved — 

The cleric in his cloak. 



The Long Black C loak, 143 



This figure huge, gigantic, tali, 

Soon sent me dancing back, 
Fond memory traced a sweet recai 

Of all my childhood's track. 

Tho' years have pass'd since Sunday-school 
Of prize and school-treat spoke, 

And many a mile hath played between 
The school-girl and the cloak. 

Yet oh ! sublime the moment now, 

The music^s burst that broke, 
In well-remembered accents thro' 

The grimness of the cloak. 

Heminding me my childhood's home 

Is mine again to share, 
Good-bye to all my distant roam, 

Once more with friends so dear. 

Then while perchance life's future stream 

Some lonely road I fear, 
I'll brave me on and fondly dream 

The curious cloak is near. 

And while I fancy I can see 

That cloak before mine eyes, 
A whisper quaint shall surely be 

'Tis friendship in disguise. 
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Then fkr away the foolish fear 
That dareth me provoke ; 

True friendship, oiten near and dear, 
Wraps up inside a cloak. 



TO A LITTLE GIRL ON A BED OF SICKNES8; 

OR, 
TSE 8ICK CmLI/S PBAYEB. 

LoRD Jesus, mj Shepherd, I cry unto thee, 
For thou bad'st little children to come, 

My comfort, my succour, my strength for to be, 
Lord Jesus, now to thee I nin. 

In my chamber of sickness be near to my side, 

Thy dear little lamb for to heal, 
And tenderly draw me and bid me to hide, 

And cauae me thy presence to feel. 

Watch over thy child and nestle me here, 

And graciously lull me to rest, 
And bid me with patience my sickness to bear, 

And help me to feel it is blessed. 

And sufier thy dear little lamb to repose 

In the bosom that's opened of thine, 
And help me to wash in the fountain that flows 

For the healing diseases like mine. 



To a Liuk Giri on a Bed of Sickncss, 145 

Lord Jesus, give ear to my childlike appeal, 

Be near to my bedside, now do, 
And whisper sweet peace to the billows, and still 

Ali the waves that would me overflow. 

And then when again from my bed the u shalt raise 

Thy happy young trophy of love, 
My heart and my voice shall be bursting thy praise, 

And practice to serve thee above. 



THE POPLAR TEEE, 

ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND, KILLED BY LIGHTNING WHILE 
TAKING SHELTER BENEATH A POPLAK TREE. 

Wayfaring stranger, stop and gaze, 

A moment spariB to me, 
Gather, with sacred, holy 'maze, 

Beneath the poplar tree. 



See you my shattered, shattered form, 

A monument to thee, 
Wild lightning in a thunder-storm 

Stripped the gay poplar tree. 

L 
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Tlie Poplar Tree, 



Beneath mj tali, gigantic fonn, 

Sheltered one under me, 
To wait a while the raging stonn, 

Beneath the poplar tree. 

*Midst roaring thnnder, poiiring rain, 

He sheltered under me ; 
But 8oon a flash of lightning came, 

And 'neath the poplar tree. 

A siidden shock : he fell, he fell, 
Who could that anguish see ? 

ProRtrate with death his life must qaeli 
Beneath the poplar tree. 

No downy pillow props his head, 

Nor wife can by him be, 
His last, last breath on earth hath sped 

Beneath the poplar tree. 

Stranger, look np ; beware, beware, 

He surely speaks to thee — 
To meet thy God, prepare, prepare, 

Bursts from the poplar tree. 

Perchance some imknown spot is given, 

Also awaiting thee ; 
Marked as the finger post to heaven, 

Be this the poplar tree. 



But hark ! amidst all raging fear 

Tis sacred joy to me ; 
A kind of music bids me cheer 

Beneath the poplar tree. 

The fiash, the fatal fiash that came, 

Was all in all to me ; 
It spared a bed of sickness, pain, 

Beneath the poplar tree. 

While heaven, bright heaven, was all the shroud 

In death that covered me, 
My God o'er head, and not a cloud 

Between the poplar tree. 

My wife, my wife, and well-loved babes 

Shall surely follow me, 
While moumer's balm shall strike its shades 

Beneath the poplar tree ! 



THOUGH ABSENT, EVER DEAR. 

My boy, my boy, my only boy, and art thou, art thou gone ? 
While lands and oceans lie between must I be left alone ? 
Tho' oft a thought of thee, my boy, shall mingle with a tear, 
Yet still it gently whispers this — Tho' absent, ever dear. 

l2 
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Mj boy, my boy, and art thou fled, a&r from home, sweet 

home? 
Yet not to mingle -witli the dead, but distant there to roam, 
A stranger land, a foreign shore, a Hfe oft mixed with drear, 
Yet hush ! there whispers gently this — Tho* absent, ever dear. 

My boy, my boy, I think of thee, when day by day I stud 
I fancy thou art near to me, my own, my blooming bud, 
I fancy thou art now beside thy mother, standing near, 
While Btill a tinkling whisper comes — Tho* absent, ever dear. 

And in my nightly slumbers too, I think, my boy, of thee, 
And often, often fondly long my boy could by me be, 
And while in &ncy's dream Fm lost ^tis fioating in the rear, 
My boy, my boy, my only boy, though absent, ever dear. 

Hark, hark I I surely in the distance catch a sounding ncte, 
While nearer yet, and near^r still, it wails its gliding float ; 
!My mother, dearest mother, come, my very absence cheer, 
Thy wayward boy can whisper too — tho* absent, ever dear. 

My mother, ah I my mother, now tho' far and far away, 
My constant thoughts are all on thee, Fm nearer every day, 
My youthiul boyhood's waywardness hath lefl me standing 

clear, 
While manbood's beauty bursts afresh, though absent, ever 

dear! 



! 1 
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AN ACROSTIC, 

Steps to the throne, who taught my youthful soul to climb, 
To mount them one by one, and bid me reach its topmost 

shrine ; 
Encouraged, yes, and led along with scarce perceptive trace, 
Patemnl, almost fe,ther-like. with bright and winning grace, 
Spirit and life-like, gentle guide, breathe still thy soft embrace. 

To cheer and wing my feeble soul on on to realms of bliss 
Oh I where could peace, and. hope, and joy, be found for me 
like this ? 

The land of love, the land of love I who led me where to find? 
His be the praise through Jesus Christ who hath my soul 

entwined, 
Entwined beneath the canopy of sweetest grace combined. 

Throne of the highest! draw, oh, draw my pilgrim spirit on, 
Highest of heaven unfold thy light, more brilliant than the 

sun; 
Rest on the trophy of thy love and bid me higher soar 
On to the land where pilgrims rest, and shall go out no more, 
Nearer to thee, oh Saviour, God ! with all I love to be 
Emancipated round thy throne, to triumph there with thee ! 
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THE EXILErS 8MILE. 

Oh ! is it the s]jp;h of the heaying breast 
CJnburdens the soul that paiiteth for rest ? 
Or is it the sigh of the convict's moan 
That flutters beneath its dismal groan ? 
No, surely no, for it flingeth a smile, 
And it strangely singeth — Exile, exile. 

Oh ! is it the song that perchance is heard, 
That twittereth down from the fairy bird ? 
Or 18 it the rastle that -whirleth the trees 
While they gaily dance in the moming breeze ? 
No, surely no, 'tis a song and a smile, 
That seemeth to mimic — Exile, exile. 

'Tis the sigh, 'tis the song, *tis the smile that can brave, 

Can meet opposition, and cheerfully wave 

A flag and a banner no foe can unfnrl, 

But the height of its hoist protection shall hurl, 

And proudly triumphant shall follow the smile 

That manfuUy meeteth — Exile, exile. 

Then raise we the sonnet with heart and with song, 
CJonfronting the monster gigantic among. 
And raise we the banner high, high over head, 
And catch we the echo that bursts from the dead ; 
For surely the grave is be-trimmed with the smile 
Of heroes that nobled — Exile, exile. 



THE BLIND GUIBK 

I 
I 

j Hark i i hear his bonny song, 

I Pacing now the road along. 

I Listen ; yes, 'tis surely he, 

I Chirping now so merrily 

] O'er the hill and dell so wide, 

"Welcome now, my noble guide ; j 

Noble guide, he leads me on, 

Can it be my friend, blind John ? 

Tells me all the country round, ' 

Seems to kno w each track of ground, j 

Leads me up the winding lane, j 

Turns the corner just the same ; 

Now beside the silvery riil, ' 

Rippling there 'neath yonder hill, ' 

Still he leads me safe along 

Where the birds their morning song j 

"Warble through each tiny throat, 

Chirping now with lusty note. 

What could heighten now my pride ? 

Such a rove with such a guide. 

Now beside the rippling brook, 

In and out at every nook ; 

Can it be my guide is blind, 

Sure he hath a sunbeam twined, 

Something hidden twines his path, 

Leads the way — ^he surely hath. 



152 Tlte Blind Guide, 



Tell me not my giiide is blind, 
He wears a bright, enlightened mind. 
An intellect that sparkles bright 
Lightens well his loss of siglit. 
Help me now to sound his £ime, 
Wreathe a signal in his name, 
Float it o'er the countrj wide, 
And applaud mj blind, blind guide. 



T O A FRIEKD BEREFT ON THE POINT OF MARRIAGE. 

* JESUS SAITH DNTO HER, WEEP NOT,' 

Weep not, youthftil maiden, come dry up thy tear, 
And hark to the voice that is sent thee to cheer ; 
ThoTigh keenest bereavement must enter thy cot, 
Yet sweetly there whispereth — ^Weep, weep not. 

Though the cold hand of death mnst snatch from thy side 
The loved one of earth, in whom ye confide ; 
Though sorrow and sighing must fail to thy lot, 
Yet sweetly there whispereth — Weep, weep not. 

Though black be the thunderbolt, heavy the blow, 
And the weight of its gloom doth thy soul overthrow, 
Yet hush I simple maiden, it faltereth not, 
But sweetly it whispereth — Weep, weep not. 



To a Friend Bereft oii the point of Marriage, 153 

Hush I bark to the voice of a Sayiour ahcve, 
That calleth him home — ^the child of His love ; 
But the marriage is readj, the banqiiet is got, 
And he waiteth at honie for thee — Weep, weep not! 



THE COTTAGE INVALID. 

*Tis just as Father wills it ; mother, could I e*er repine, 
When I feel hia mighty presence wiih me, lovingly divine ? 
He watches me so tenderly in all my sicknesa, see, 
He makes my bed so softly while He gently nestles me ; 
And hark 1 He sweetly whispereth— I chasten those I love, 
To wean tliem from this weary worid and fix their hearts above. 
Then, mother, could I e*er repine ? ah nay, forbid the thought, 
That should dare to stand between my soul from loving as I 

ought. 
The pruning knife must lop the branch, or where would be 

the tree ? 
How blest to know the Gardener is only pruning me, 
To fit me for a higher soil, a holier retreat, 
Oh ! to the longing invalid how blessed and how sweet. 
To feel the hand that lays me low still cheers and bids me brave, 
Assuring me his out-stretched arm is mightier to save. 
Oh, mother I could it ever be to shun this blest retreat, 
Nay, blessed bed of sickness, thus to lay me at his feet, 
Who gladdens all my sorrows, and who helps me all to bear, 
And even too will deign to stoop and wipe my rising tear. 
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The Cottage Invalid. 



Oh, mother ! once I thonght how Hweet 'twoald be mj live- 

lihood to gain, 
And even in declining years my parents to maintain ; 
I pictured me the cottage giri with merry blooming brow, 
Singing away so cheerilj beneath the spotted cow, 
And feeding all the chickens, too, and then at dusk to come 
And tidj up the kitchen hearth and welcome father home. 
I oflen used to plcture him within the old arm chair, 
And mother in her apectacles, just daming stockings there ; 
While, quite the litUe housewife, I should be so busily 
Arranging jnst their slippers, or be getting out their tea. 
And mother, when I think on it mj bosom seems to swell, 
And then a soft voice whispereth — He doeth all things welL 
So mother, do not fear for me, or heave a sigh between, 
My bed of sickness is my throne, Fm happy as a queen ; 
I would not change my lot for all the wealth of noble guest, 
Or highest honours, that should mar my happy, happy rest. 
But here, beneath our cottage roo^ contentedly would lie, 
And sing away my Father's will — a cottager to die. 
Though mother, I remember, when I roamed the forest well, 
And played, and made a daisy chain, ah yes, I love to tell. 
And primroses, and yiolets, and cowslips gathered too, 
And made them into little wreaths and brought them home 

toyou, 
And found you busy washing, and I thought how I wotdd rub, 
When I should take dear mother's place, and &ce the washing- 

tub. [smiled, 

But mother, 'twas not thus to be, though father looked and 
And kissed the laughing brow of me, his gay and simple child. 



The Cottage Invalid, 155 

Another overruled it, thougb I canoot tell you why, 
But He whispered to me sofl and said — I must be sick and die. 
He met me in the forest, and He bid me stop mj roam, 
But I'm bappy, oh I I'm bappj, for I know Tm going home. 
So mother, though I cannot stay, jet jou can follow on 
With &ther in my footprints ; good-bye, I must be gone ; 
And when, perchance, you wander tbrough the forest or the 

glade, 
I know y ou'U often think of me — ^your dying cottage maid ! 



AN ACR08TIC. 



CoTJLD we stay thee aged pilgrim, could we stop thee in thy 

flight— 
Ah, nay, we would but watch and hear thee whispering good- 

night. 
Pointing to yonder heavenly orb, to yonder cloudless dome, 
'Tis music sweet to hear thee say, I'm only going home. 
Auother moment, hushl so sofl, an angel's voice I hear, 
Immortal spirits beckon me and sweetly bid me cheer, 
Now now they fold me in their arms and bid begone to fear. 

'Tis only death's soft whisper that stealeth o*er me now ; 
Kejoicing while I go, they wipe the death-sweat from my brow. 
An aged soldier smileth while he lays his armour by — 
Vanguished my latest foe, I'm left thus peacefully to die. 
Enfolded in the anns of death mine eyelids gently steep ; 
Kecal fond memory over me, but cease my friends to weep, 
Sweet slumber but o'ertakes me now and lulls me off to sleep. 



156 The Prisoner^s Release. 

THE PSISONES^S BELEA8E, 

Tell me not that all is darkness, sorrow, sadness, gloom, 
That within the conyict^s boaom hope can never bloom; 
Tell me not that freedom, floating in a golden sheen, 
Hath an iron bar, a padlock, or a barrier between. 
Nay, tell me not that in the cell the sun can never shine, 
Diffusing light and gladness, like some magic all divine. 
Hnsh I what is this ? I hear it now, it whispereth so free, 
How blest to peer the future with sweet thoughts of liberty, 
And in the cell be dreaming of tranqiiillity and peace, 
And paas the hours imagining the prisoner's release ; 
Or even day by day, with hope afloat and on the wing, 
Inspiring every breath to hear the prisoner sit and sing— - 
Aye, sing of happy ireedom that shall yet expand the breast, 
When the bird shall cease its moulting and shall flutter from 

its nest, 
And soaring higher, higher still, shall reach the topmost tree, 
And warble yet more mightily — How sweet is liberty! 
No more beneath the iron bar he groans, he pants, he sighs, 
But leaping from its fetters and exultingly he cries— 
Oh, ireedom ! blessed ireedom ! thou art dearer far since then ; 
I lost the key of liberty, but grasp it now again ! 
Oh, I never knew a ireedom ! — he cries with voice sublime, 
One half so rich and priceless in all life's bygone time; 
Oh ! I never, never knew the time my bosom thus could swell 
And dream away of ireedom, as within my prison cell. 
Methinks it seems my bygone life hath all been slavery, 
And now within my prison cell I'm smgularly free ; 



The Prisoner's Release, 157 

Aiid while I dream on all the past, a something bids me peace, 

That whispereth, and whispereth, the prisoner's release. 

Awaj theD, dreary downcast, that darcth mimic me, 

IVe leamt beneath thy fetters the truest liberty : 

I've leamt that e'en in bondage the heart can noblj sway, 

And in a beauteons atmosphere can soar and soar away 

Far, far beyond thy precincts, thou barricade of wali, 

And leave thy grim-like portal, the iron bar and all, 

To bluah beneath the freedom that hath mantled now my breast 

And changed me thus mysterionsly, the prisoner at rest ; 

No more to quake beneath the grapple of captivity, 

My spirit soareth far away in perfect liberty. 

Then freedom, sweetest freedom ! mantle me withm thy fleece. 

And my soul shall sing in fetters of the prisoner's release 1 



TKE DROOPma 8N0WDR0P. 

Mt lovely little snowdrop droops 
Its pnre and simple head, 

Sweet little flower it gently stoops, 
My little snowdrop's dead. 

I watched my little fev'rite bloom, 

I watered it, and yet 
I could not snatch it from its doom, 

My tiny garden pet. 
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The Drooping Snowdrop. 



I love to linger near the bower 
Where sweet clematis creep, 

And fancy still my snowj flower 
Is smiling while I weep. 



The little violet hides its bead, 

I love its modest grace; 
The daisy spangling where I tread, 

I love its simple face. 



But oh ! my little snowdrop far 
Outshines their beauty now, 

It seems to peep from yonder star 
And lights my drooping brow. 

While snmething surely whispereth- 

A softer soil is given. 
The gardener hath transplanted it 

To iertilise in heaven. 



The beauteouB rose may softly blush 

Beneath the hand of love 
That cultivates below, but hnsh ! 

My snowdrop blooms above. 

Then why shoiild I despond or fear, 

Or why should I repine ? 
My precions snowdrop droopetb here, 

But sweetly blooms divine. 



An Acrostic, 159 



AN ACROSTia 

So he hath vaniahed, even thus abruptly yanished firom oiir 

sight, 
Tn all the bloom of usefulness, the baronet, the knight, 
Rules now no more our representative right. 

Joumeyeth on and on, no voice on earth is lond enough to stay 
Or to reciaim the visage that more swiftly glides away. 
HonoTir mus-t now give place and bend before the inighty call ; 
None are exempt, distinction qnakes, the cottage and the statelj 
hall 

Shareth alike, when this unflinching summons sounds its lay 
In tones majestic. Hark I the mightj monster bears the sway, 
Monntains must tremble, yet methinks perchance they seem 

to chide, 
E^en flinging ont the welcome that should bid thee come and 

hide 
Over their highest summit, yet away exidtingly, 
No power on earth can stay thine arm, oh death, or gain thy 

victory. 

But is there not a voice beside to soothe the deathly chill. 
And whisper to our country's void of consolation still, 
Kaising the wond'ring brow ? Hush ! thousands now imite. 
'Tis well ; he only falLs a^leep, and whispereth good-night. 
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PRINCE ALEXANDER JOHN CHARLES ALBERT. 

AN ACROSTIC. 

Sleep, infant prince, bright angela gnard thy rest, 
Lulling thee to slumber on the pillow of the blest ! 
Enfolded in bis tiny sbroud the prmcely infant sleeps, 
Endeared and yeaming over him the rojal mother weeps. 
Princes must yield, she cannot stay the hand of death that 
sweeps. 

In moumful Rtrains, buah I bark ! the muffled knell 
Now strikes its doleful tone, yet wbispers all is well. 
Far, far too pure and boly for a world of care and sin. 
Arise, ye heavenly keepers, let the royal infent in. 
No eartbly crown is bright enougb this little gem to grace, 
'Tis £u* too sweet for time to taint or tamish witb its trace. 

Peace be upon our palaces we cry, 

Rise, once more rise above the deathy lethargy, 

In quiet and tranquillity may calm reposing cheer, 

Now once more light ber brow and wipe the royal motber's 

tear. 
Ceaae ye to weep for him, thy baby now is free, 
Enchanted angels fold him wbile they wait to welcome thee. 
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